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CHAPTER    I 

THE   PERFECT   BOARDING   HOUSE 

IT  is  queer,  but  Captain  Cy  himself  doesn't 
remember  whether  the  day  was  Tuesday  or 
Wednesday.  Asaph  Tidditt's  records  ought  to 
settle  It,  for  there  was  a  meeting  of  the  board  of 
selectmen  that  day,  and  Asaph  has  been  town  clerk 
m  aayport  since  the  summer  before  the  Baptist  meet- 
ing house  burned.  But  on  the  record  the  date,  in 
Asaph  s  handwriting,  stands  "Tuesday,  May  lo, 
189-  "  and,  as  it  happens,  iVIay  10  of  that  year  fell 
on  Wednesday,  not  Tuesday  at  all. 

Keturah  Bangs,  who  keeps  "  the  perfect  boarding 
house  says  it  was  Tuesday,  because  she  remembers 
they  had  fried  cod  cheeks  and  cabbage  that  day— as 
they,  have  every  Tuesday— and  neither  Mr.  Tidditt 
iior  Bailey  Bangs,  Keturah's  husband,  was  on  hand 
when  the  dinner  bell  rang.  Keturah  says  she  is  cer- 
tain ,t  was  Tuesday,  because  she  remembers  smelling 
the  boiled  cabbage  as  she  stood  at  the  side  door,  look- 
ing up  the  road  to  see  if  either  Asaph  or  Bailey  was 
coming.    As  for  Bailey,  he  says  he  remembers  being 
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late  to  dinner  and  his  wife's  "  startin'  to  heave  a 
broadsides  into  him  "  because  of  it,  but  he  doesn't 
remember  what  day  it  was.  This  isn't  surprising; 
Keturah  s  verbal  cannonades  are  likely  to  make  one 
forgetful  of  trifles. 

At  any  rate,  whether  Tuesday  or  Wednesday,  it  is 
certain  that  .t  was  quarter  past  twelve,  according  to 
the  clock  presented  to  the  Methodist  Society  by 
the  Honorable  Heman  Atkins,  when  Asaph  Tidditt 
came  down  the  steps  of  the  townhall,  after  the  select- 
men  s  meetmg,  and  saw  Bailey  Bangs  waiting  for  him 
on  the  opposite  side  of  the  road. 

"Hello,  Asel"  hailed  Mr.  Bangs.  "You'll  be 
late  to  dinner,  if  you  don't  hurry.  I  was  headin'  for 
hom^  all  sail  sot,  when  I  see  you.  What  kept  you  ?  " 
1  own  business,  of  ci-rse,"  replied  Mr.  Tidditt 
with  the  importance  pertaining  to  his  official  position! 
What  kept  you,  for  the  land  sakes?  Won't  Ke- 
tury  be  in  your  wool?" 

Bailey  hasn't  any  "  wool  "  worth  mentioning  now, 
and  he  had  very  little  more  then,  but  he  mopped  hij 
forehead,  or  the  extension  above  it,  taking  off  his  cap 
to  do  so.  •^ 

"  I  cal'late  she  will,"  he  said,  uneasily.  "  Tell  you 
the  truth,  Ase,  I  was  up  to  the  store,  and  Can'n  Jo- 
siah  Dimick  and  some  more  of  'em  drifted  in  and  we 
got  talkm  about  the  chances  of  the  harbor  appro- 
priation and  one  thing  or  'nother,  and  'twas  later'n 
I  thought  'twas  'fore  I  knew  it." 
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The  appropriation  from  the  government,   which 
was  to  deepen  and  widen  our  harbor  here  at  Bayport 

ILVt'hT "'"' ""'"  T"^  "^  j""  "'"'•  h'-«  ' 

isedTo  do  f.    H^'^r'u  '™'"  °"'  '^'«""'  had  prom, 
ttne  t.  °'  ""'  "PP^Priation,  and  had  for 

a  fme  been  very  sanguine  of  securing  it.     Recently 

»  wT  ^^V"'  ^""  ""'■'«  =•»  hopeful.  '• 

askedXh  /a^gerfr^'  '"'"  ''°"  '''  '''"''''  " 

self  f„7l°f  •  /  '"P""'-    ^*"'  ^  ""  'hink  that  my- 
las  h^?  .?'""'*•  "^  """  '  '•*"''  ''-  Heman  lately." 

I^^'IS^'-    ^-''-•-"yhodyelse.sofuras 
"Oh   yes.  they  have.    /  have,  for  one." 
Mr.  Bangs  stopped  short  in  his  double-quick  march 

for  home  and  dinner,  and  looked  his  co™t 

"  Ase  Tidditt  I  "  he  cried.    "  Do  you  mean  to  tell 

Asaph  nodded  portentously 

hll^'Vi  ^^  ^''^"'^-     "A   letter   from   the 
Honorable    Heman    G     Atkins,    of    Washin'to„; 
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I  read  it  afore  I 


D.  C,  come  to  me  last  night 
turned  in." 

"wi'^U^J^P^  "'^"  "'■'^  "°''""'  "bout  it?  " 
-tter  to  be  tooic  upTitht  bo^"':;  rtmf  \ 

me  only  yesterday   '  Mr  Tvii^^         '"""^  "'y*  '« 

ties,  for  that  matter  so  were  most  of  R,     ^Z         ' 
manent  residents  ^  ^''^  P°"^  P'"- 

ousy  and  disappointed  ambitiln    heS      ZVt 
heart  tryin'  to  keep  up  with  Angie     Her  1  • 

same  breed  of  cats.     I  remembf:!  ""  "''  "'^  "'- 

1  he  talkmg  proclivities  of  females  is  the  nn.  »     • 
upon  which  Keturah-s  husband  is  tou^t     As^ 

rem  ni   te"^  ^'"'"^'^  '^  ''^  --"P^^^  the  flow  of 
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"  There,  there,  Bailey  I  "  he  exclaimed.  "  I  know 
as  much  about  Angie's  tribe  as  you  do,  I  cal'late. 
Ain't  we  a  little  mite  off  the  course?  Seems  to  me 
we  was  talkin'  about  Heman's  letter." 

"Is  that  so?  I  judged  from  v/hat  you  said  we 
wa'n't  goin'  to  talk  about  it.  Aw,  don't  be  so  mean, 
Ase  I  Showin'  off  your  importance  like  a  young  one  1 
What  did  Heman  say  about  the  appropriation?  Is 
he  goin'  to  get  it  ?  " 

Mr.  Tidditt  paused  before  replying.  Then,  bend- 
ing over,  h   whispered  in  his  chum's  ear: 

"  He  never  said  one  word  about  the  appropriation, 
Bailey;  not  one  word.  He  wanted  to  know  if  we'd 
got  this  year's  taxes  on  the  Whittaker  place.  And, 
if  we  hadn't,  what  was  we  goin'  to  do  about  it? 
Bailey,  between  you  and  me  and  the  mizzenmast.  He- 
man  Atkins  wants  to  get  ahold  of  that  place  the 
worst  way." 

"  He  does?  He  doesl  For  the  land  sakes,  ain't 
he  got  property  enough  already?  Ain't  a— a  palace 
like  that  enough  for  one  man,  ^^  ithout  wantin'  to  buy 
a  rattle  rap  like  thatl  " 

The  first  "  that  "  was  emphasized  by  a  brandished 
but  reverent  left  hand;  the  second  by  a  derisively 
pointing  right.  The  two  friends  had  reached  the 
crest  of  the  long  slope  leading  up  from  the  townhall. 
On  one  side  of  the  road  stretched  the  imposing  front- 
age of  the  "  Atkins  estate,"  with  its  iron  fence  and 
stone  posts;  on  the  other  slouched  the  weed-grown, 
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tumble-down  desolation  of  the  "  Cy  Whittaker 
place."  The  contrast  was  that  of  opulent  prosperity 
and  poverty-stricken  neglect. 

If  our  village  boasted  one  of  those  horseless  jug- 
gernauts, such  as  are  used  to  carry  sightseers  in  Bos- 
ton from  the  old  North  Church  to  the  Public  Library 
and  other  points  of  interest — that  is,  if  there  was  a 
"  seeing  Bayport  "  car,  it  is  from  this  hill  that  its 
occupants  would  be  given  their  finest  view  of  the  vil- 
lage and  its  surroundings.  As  Captain  Josiah  Dim- 
ick  always  says:  "Bayport  is  all  north  and  south, 
like  a  codfish  line.  It  puts  me  in  mind  of  Seth  Hig- 
gins's  oldest  boy.  He  was  so  tall  and  thin  that  when 
they  bought  a  suit  of  clothes  for  him,  they  used  to 
take  reefs  in  the  sides  of  the  jacket  and  use  the  cloth 
to  piece  onto  the  bottoms  of  the  trousers'  legs." 
What  Captain  Joe  means  is  that  the  houses  in  the 
village  are  all  built  beside  three  roads  i  jnning  longi- 
tudinally. There  is  the  "  main  road  "  and  the  "  up- 
per road  " — or  "  Woodchuck  Lane,"  just  as  you  pre- 
fer— and  the  "  lower  road,"  otherwise  known  as 
Bassett's  Holler." 

The  "  upper  road  "  is  sometimes  called  the  "  de- 
pot road,"  because  the  railroad  station  is  conveniently 
located  thereon — convenient  for  the  railroad,  that  is 
— the  station  being  a  full  mile  from  Simmons's  "  gen- 
eral store,"  which  is  considered  the  center  of  the 
town.  The  upper  road  enters  the  main  road  at  the 
corner  by  the  store,  and  there  also  are  the  Methodist 
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meetinghouse  and  the  schoolhouse.  The  townhall 
is  in  the  hollow  farther  on.  Then  comes  the  big  hill 
— "  Whittaker's  Hill  "—and  from  the  top  of  this 
hill  you  can,  on  a  clear  day,  see  for  miles  across  the 
salt  marshes  and  over  the  bay  to  the  eastward,  and 
west  as  far  as  the  church  steeple  in  Orham.  If  there 
happens  to  be  a  fog,  with  a  strong  easterly  wind,  you 
cannot  see  the  marshes  or  the  bay,  but  you  dn  smell 
them,  wet  and  s.dty  and  sweet.  It  is  a  smell  that  the 
born  Bayporter  never  forgets,  but  carries  with  him 
in  memory  wherever  he  goes ;  and  that,  in  the  palmy 
days  of  the  merchant  marine,  was  likely  to  be  far, 
for  every  male  baby  in  the  village  rt^as  born  with  web 
feet,  so  people  said,  and  was  predestined  to  b*-  i  sailor. 

When  Heman  Atkins  came  back  from  the  South 
Seas  early  in  the  '6o's,  "  rich  as  dock  mud,"  though 
still  a  young  man,  he  promptly  tore  down  his  father's 
old  house,  which  stood  on  the  crest  of  Whittaker's 
H.U,  and  built  in  its  place  a  big  imposing  residence. 
It  was  by  far  the  finest  house  in  Bayport,  and  Heman 
made  it  finer  as  the  years  passed.  There  were  imi- 
tation brownstone  pillars  supporting  its  front  porch, 
iron  dogs  and  scroll  work  iron  benches  bordering  its 
front  walk,  and  a  pair  of  stone  urns,  in  summer  filled 
with  flowers,  beside  its  big  iron  front  gate. 

Heman  was  our  leading  citizen,  our  representative 
in  Washington,  and  the  town's  philanthropist.  He 
gave  the  Atkins  memorial  window  and  die  Atkins 
tower  clock  to  the  Methodist  Church.     The  Atkins 
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^wn  pump,  also  his  gift,  stood  before  the  townhall. 

The  Atkms  portrait  m  the  Bayport  Ladies'  Library 

was  much  adn„red;  and  the  size  of  the  Atkins  for 

tune  was  the  principal  subject  of  conversation  at  sew- 

mg  crcle,  at  the  table  of  "the  perfect  boarding 
house,  d  ,j.^  ^^^^^  .^   g.^^^^^,^  g 

whe  ever  Bayporters  - -ere  used  to  gather.  We  n  ver 
exactly  worshipped  Heman  Atkins,  perhaps,  but  we 
figuratively  doffed  our  hats  when  his  name  was  men! 

i  ^^;  "  Cy  Whittaker  place  "  faced  the  Atkins  es- 
tate from  the  opposite  side  of  the  main  road,  but  it 
was  the  general  opinion  that  it  ought  to  be  ashamed 
to  tace  It.  Almost  everybody  called  it  "  the  Cy  Whit, 
taker  place,  although  some  of  the  younger  set  spoke 
of  It  as  the  '•  Sea  Sight  House."  ft  wa's  a  big  'ot 
fashioned  dwelling,  gambrel-roofed  and  brown  and 
d.lap,dau±  Originally  it  had  enjoyed  the  dignified 
seclusion  afforded  by  a  white  picket  fence  with  square 
«atepo3ts,  and  the  path  to  its  seldom-used  front  door 
had  been  guarded  by  rigid  lines  of  box  hedge     This 

c7ZZ\.T  'T.  '^°'  ^'^°''  '^'  ^^'=°"'^  Captain 
€y  Whittaker  died,  and  before  the  Howes  family 

turned  it  into  the  "Sea  Sight  House,"  a  hotel  for 
summer  boarders. 

The  Howeses  "  improved  "  the  house  and  grounds 
Ihey  tore  down  the  picket  fence,  uprooted  the  box 
hedges,  hung  a  sign  over  the  sacred  front  door,  and 
built  a  wide  veranda   under  the   parlor  windows 
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They  took  boarders  for  five  consecutive  summers; 

hen  they  gave  up  the  unprofitable  undertaking,  re! 

urned  to  Concord  New  Hampshire,  their  native 
cty,  and  left  the  Cy  Whittaker  place  to  L.ar  the 
ravages  of  Bayport  winters  and  Bayport  small  boys 
as  best  it  might.  ' 

For  years  it  stood  empty.     The  weeds  grew  high 
about  ,ts  foundations;  the  sparrows  built  nests  behind 

i:  b?F  r"  "  '^?  "°*  '^^"  ^'PP^^  ^-^  'heir 
hmges  by  February  no'theasters ;  its  roof  grew  bald 

■n   spots  as  the  shingles  loosened  and  were  blown 

away ;  the  swallows  flew  in  and  out  of  its  stone-brokl 

wmdowpanes.    Year  by  year  it  became  more  of  a  d  s- 

grace  m  the  eyes  of  Bayport's  neat  and  thrifty  i„. 

hab,tants-for  neat  and  thrifty  we  are,  if  we  do  say 

but  It  '     r'"  T^^  ''''"'  ^^'^  '°  ''"  it  down! 
but  they  could  not,  because  it  was  private  property 

thildT    W.^"f "''  '™'"  "'^  "°-"  heirs  by  th 

w  v  to',r'?'T  ^'P'^'"  ^^'^  °"'y  -"•  -ho  -n 
away  to  sea  when  he  was  sixteen  years  old,  and  was 

d.s.nhented  and  cast  off  by  the  proud  old    kipper   „ 

consequence.     Each  March,   Asaph  Tidditt,  Tn  his 

offical  capacity  as  town  clerk,  had  been  accustomed 

to  receive  an  envelope  with  a  South  American  post- 

banking  h  for  the  sum  due  as  taxes  on  the  "  Cy 

But  this  particular  year-the  year  in  which  this 
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chronicle  begins — no  draft  had  been  received.  Asaph 
waited  a  few  weeks  and  then  wrote  to  the  address 
indicated  by  the  postmark.  His  letter  was  unan- 
swered. The  taxes  were  due  in  March  and  it  was 
now  May.  Mr.  Tidditt  wrote  again ;  then  he  laid  the 
case  before  the  board  of  selectmen,  and  Captain  Eben 
Salters,  chairman  of  that  august  body,  also  wrote. 
But  even  Captain  Eben's  authoritative  demand  was 
ignored.  Next  to  the  harbor  appropriation,  the  ques- 
tion of  what  should  be  done  about  the  "  Cy  Whit- 
taker  place  "  filled  Bayport's  thoughts  that  spring. 
No  one,  however,  had  supposed  that  the  Honorable 
Heman  might  wish  to  buy  it.  Bailey  Bangs's  sur- 
prise was  excusable. 

"  What  in  the  world,"  repeated  Bailey,  "  does  He- 
man  want  of  a  shebang  like  that?  Ain't  he  got 
enough  already?  " 

His  friend  shook  his  head. 

"  'Pears  not,"  he  said.  "  I  judge  it's  this  way, 
Bailey :  Heman,  he's  a  proud  man " 

"  Well,  ain't  he  got  a  right  to  be  proud?  "  broke 
in  Mr.  Bangs,  hastening  to  resent  any  criticism  of  the 
popular  idol.  "  Cal'late  you  and  me'd  be  proud  if 
we  was  able  to  carry  as  much  sail  as  he  does,  wouldn't 
we?" 

"  Yes,  I  guess  like  we  would.  But  you  needn't  get 
red  in  the  face  and  strain  your  biler  just  because  I 
said  that.  I  ain't  finding  fault  with  Heman ;  I'm  only 
tellin'  you.    He's  proud,  as  I  said,  and  his  wife " 

lO 
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What  are  you  resur- 


"  She's  dead  this  four  year, 
rectin'  her  for?" 

"  Land!  you're  peppery  as  a  West  Injy  omelet  this 
mornm'.  Let  me  alone  till  I've  finished.  His  wife, 
when  she  was  alive,  she  was  proud,  too.  And  his 
daughter,  Alicia,  she's  eight  year  old  now,  and  by  and 
by  she'll  be  grown  up  into  a  high-toned  young  woman. 
Well,  tl:  aan  is  tjr,,ighted,  and  I  s'pose  likely  he's 
thinkm  or  the  days  when  there'll  be  young  rich  fel- 
ler.— senators  an ." -and— well,  counts  and  lords, 
Tiaybe— cruisin'  down  here  courtin'  her.  By  that 
time  the  Whittaker  place'll  be  a  worse  disgrace  than 
tis  now.  I  presume  he  don't  want  those  swells  to  sit 
on  his  front  piazza  and  see  the  crows  buildin'  nests 

in  the  ruins  acrost  the  road.    So " 

_    "  Crows!     Did  you  ever  see  a  crow  build  a  nest 
m  a  house  ?     I  never  did !  " 

"Oh,  belay!     Crows  or  canary  birds,  what  dif- 
ference does  it  make?    Somethin'  '11  nest  there,  if  it's 
only  A'nt  Sophrony  Hallett's  hens.     So  Heman  he 
writes  to  the  board,  askin'  if  the  taxes  is  paid,  if  we've 
heard  any  reason  why  they  ain't  paid,  and  what  we're 
goin'  to  do  about  it.     If  there's  a  sale  for  taxes  he 
wants  to  be  fust  bidder.    Then,  when  the  place  is  his, 
he  c?n  tear  down  or  rebuild,  just  as  he  sees  fit.    See  >  '' 
"  Yes,  I  see.     Well,  I  feel  about  that  the  way  Joe 
Dimick  felt  when  he  heard  the  doctor  had  told  Elviry 
Pepper  she  must  stop  singin'  in  the  choir  or  lose  her 
voice  altogether.    '  Whichever  happens  '11  be  an  im- 
II 
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provement,'  says  Cap'n  Joe;  and  whatever  Heman 
does  '11  help  the  Whittaker  place.  What  did  you 
decide  at  the  meetin'  ?  " 

"Nothin'.  We  can't  decide  yet.  We  ain't  sure 
about  the  law  and  we  want  to  wait  a  spell,  anyhow. 
But  I  know  how  'twill  end:  Atkins  '11  get  the  place. 
He  always  gets  what  he  wants,  Heman  does." 

Bailey  turned  and  looked  back  at  the  old  house, 
forlorn  amidst  its  huddle  of  blackberry  briers  and 
weeds,  and  with  the  ubiquitous  "  silver-leaf  "  saplings 
springing  up  in  clusters  everywhere  about  it  and  clos- 
mg  in  on  its  defenseless  walls  like  squads  of  victori- 
ous  soldiery  making  the  final  charge  upon  a  con- 
quered  fort. 

"  Well,"  sighed  Mr.  Bangs,  "  so  that  '11  be  the  end 
of  the  old  Whittaker  place,  hey  ?  Sho !  things  change 
m  a  feller's  lifetime,  don't  they?  You  and  me  can 
remember,  Ase,  when  Cap'n  Cy  Whittaker  was  one 
of  the  biggest  men  we  had  in  this  town.  So  was  his 
dad  afore  him,  the  Cap'n  Cy  that  L  At  the  house.  I 
wonder  the  looks  of  things  here  m,  don't  bring 
them  two  up  out  of  their  graves.  Do  you  remember 
young  Cy— '  Whit '  we  used  to  call  him— or  '  Reddy 
Whit,'  'count  of  his  red  hair?  I  don't  know's  you 
do,  though;  guess  you'd  gone  to  sea  when  he 
away  from  home." 

Mr.  Tidditt  shook  his  head. 
'  No,  no  I  "  he  said.    "  I  was  to  home  that 


run 


year. 


Remember  '  Whit '  ?    Well,  I  should  say  I  did.    He 
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was  a  holy  terror-yes,  sir  I    Wan't  no  monkey  shines 
or  didos  cut  up  in  this  town  that  young  Cy  wan't  into. 
I'ur  s  that  goes,  you  and  me  was  in  'em,  too,  Bailey 
We  was  all  holy  terrors  then.     Young  ones  nowadays 
am  t  got  the  spunk  we  used  to  have." 
His  friend  chuckled. 

"That's  so,"  he  declared.  "That's  so.  Whit 
was  a  good-hearted  boy,  too,  but  full  of  the  Old 
Scratch  and  as  sot  in  his  ways  as  his  dad,  and  if  Cap'n 
Cy  wan't  sot,  then  there  ain't  no  sotness.  '  You'll  go 
to  college  and  be  a  parson,'  says  the  Cap'n.  '  I'll  go 
to  sea  and  be  a  sailor,  same  as  you  done,'  says  Whit 
And  he  did,  too;  run  away  one  night,  took  the  packet 
to  Boston,  and  shipped  aboard  an  Australian  dinner. 
Cap  n  Cy  didn't  go  after  him  to  fetch  him  home 

vf°',u  "■"""" '  "°^  '^  ^'''^-  ^'="*  ''''"  »  letter  plumb  to 
Melbourne  and,  says  he:  'You've  made  your  bed- 
now  lay  m  it.  Don't  you  never  dast  to  come  back  to 
me  or  your  ma,'  he  says.  And  Whit  didn't,  he  wan't 
that  kmd. 

"  Pretty  nigh  killed  the  old  lady— Whit's  ma— 
that  did,"  mured  Asaph.  "  She  died  a  little  spell  af- 
terwards. And  the  old  man  pined  away,  too,  but  he 
never  give  in  or  asked  the  boy  to  come  back.  Stub- 
born as  all  get-out  to  the  end,  he  was,  and  willed  the 
place,  all  he  had  left,  to  them  Howes  folks.  And  a 
nice  mess  they  made  of  it.    Young  Cy,  he " 

"  Young  Cy !  "  interrupted  Bailey.     "  We're  al 
>vays  callin-  him  '  young  Cy,'  and  yet,  when  you  come 
13 
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'We 


•  spunky,  dare-devil  lot  in  the  old  days, 
wan't  we,   Ase?'  " 


to  think  oi  it,  he  must  be  pretty  ni^h  fifty-five  now; 
most  as  old  as  you  and  I  be.  Wonder  if  he'll  ever 
come  back  here." 

"You  bet  he  won't!"  was  the  oracular  reply. 
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"  You  bet  he  won't !  From  what  I  hear  he  got  to  be 
a  sea  cap'n  himself  and  settled  down  there  in  Buenos 
Ayres.  He's  made  all  kinds  of  money,  they  say,  out 
of  hides  and  such.  What  he  ever  bought  his  dad's 
old  place  for,  /  can't  see.  He'll  never  come  back  to 
these  common,  one-horse  latitudes,  now  you  mark  my 
word  on  that !  " 

It  was  a  prophecy  Mr.  Tidditt  was  accustomed  to 
make  each  year  to  the  crowd  at  the  post  office,  when 
the  receipt  for  the  draft  for  taxes  caused  him  to  wax 
reminiscent.  The  younger  generation  here  in  Bay- 
port  regard  their  town  clerk  as  something  of  an  ora- 
cle, and  this  regard  has  made  Asaph  a  trifle  vain  and 
positive. 

Bailey  ch'ckled  again. 

"  We  was  a  spunky,  dare-devil  lot  in  the  old  days 
wan't  we,  Ase  ?  "  he  said.    "  Spunk  was  kind  of  born 

in  us,  as  you  might  say.    And  even  now  we're " 

The  Atkins  tower  clock  boomed  once— a  solemn 
d.gn,fied  stroke.  Mr.  Tidditt  and  his  companion 
started  and  looked  at  each  other. 

"Godfrey  scissors!"  gasped  Asaph.  "Is  that 
half  past  twelve?" 

Mr.  Bangs  pulled  a  big  worn  silver  watch  from 
his  pocket  and  glanced  at  the  dial. 

"  It  is!  "  he  moaned.  "  As  sure's  you're  born,  it 
is!  We've  kept  Ketury's  dinner  waitin'  twenty  min- 
utes. You  and  me  are  in  for  it  now,  Ase  Tidditt! 
Twenty  minutes  late !    She'll  skin  us  alive." 
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headlong  down  the  hill  at  a  race-horse  gait,  Bailey 
poundmg  at  h„  heels.  For  "  born  dare-devils."  self! 
confessed,  they  were  a  nervous  and  apprehensive  pair. 
1  he  perfect  boarding  house  "  is  situated  a  quar- 
ter of  a  m.le  beyond  "  Whittaker's  Hill,"  nearly  op- 

poTbv  th  r  ''°"'""'-  ^^'  ''«"•  »>""«  -  °'e 
>  o-ngs,  proprietor,  but  no  one  except  the 
"ranger  ,n  Bayport  accepts  that  sign  seriously 
When,  owmg  to  an  unexpected  change  in  the  admin- 
mrafon  at  Washington,  Mr.  Bangs'was  obliged  to 
rel.nqu.sh  h.s  position  as  our  village  postmaster,  his 

open  a  board.ng  house.  "  '  Whatsoe'er  you  find  to 
do  quoted  Keturah  at  sewing-circle  meeting,  'do 
t  then  w.th  all  your  might!  •  That's  a  good  Sabbath- 
school  hymn  tune  and  it's  good  sense  besides.  I  in- 
tend to  make  it  my  life  work  to  run  just  as  complete 
a— a  eafn  and  lodgin'  establishment  as  I  can  If 
when  Im  la.d  to  rest,  they  can  put  onto  my  grave- 

s'Sed."  """  '^"  '"^"'  '°"'^'"'  ''°"^^''  ^'"  be 
This  remark,  and  subsequent  similar  declarations, 
were  w.dely  quoted,  and,  therefore,  though  casua 
visitors  may  refer  to  the  "Bayport  Hotel,"  to  us 
natives  the  Bangs  residence  is  always  "  Keturah's  per- 
fect boarding  house."  As  for  the  sign's  affirmation 
Of  Mr.  Bangs  proprietorship,  that  is  considered  the 
i6 
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Ml^n.^^"  ^°''"    '^^'  '"^''  "^  '""''•  bald-headed 
I.ttle  Balcy  pos.ng  as  proprietor  of  anything  while 
h.s  w,fe  .s  on  deck,  tickle,  Bayporfs  sense  of  humor 
1  he  persp,rmg  delinquents  panted  into  the  yard  of 
he  perfect  boarding  house  and  tr.n^blingly  opened 
th    door  leadmg  to  the  dining  roon,.     Dinned  was 
well  under  way,  and  Mrs.  Bangs,  enthroned  at  the 
end  of  the  long  table,  behind  the  silver-plated  tea- 
pot,  was  waiting  to  receive  them      Tt,      -i 
appalling.  ■■««='ve  them.     The  silence  was 

"Sorry  to  be  a  little  behindhand,  Ketury,"  stam- 
rnered  Asaph  hurriedly.     '.  Town  affairs  ar'^  impo" 

tant,  of  course,  and  can't  be  neglected     I •• 

"  YoI";i!l^'^  "'  ''""^^•"  "^"^  '"  ^-  Bangs. 

del"Tl  ^"'  ^  '"•"  '^"""'^'''  '°"«  ^'^^  several 
degrees  below  freezing.  "  Hum  1  I  s'pose  'twas  town 
affairs  kept  you,  too,  hey  ?  " 

but-  Bailey  squeezed  himself  into  the  armchai 
at  the  end  of  the  table  opposite  his  wife,  the  end 
which,  with  sarcasm  not  the  less  keen  for  b  ing  unTn 
entional,  was  called  the  "head."  "Not  exac  Iv 
^wn  affairs  'twan't  that  kept  me,  Ketur^,  S- 
My  I  don't  them  cod  cheeks  smell  good  ?  y7u  alwavs 
could  cook  cod  cheeks,  if  I  do  say  it."  ^ 

The  compliment  was  wasted.    Mrs.  Banes  had  a 
sermon  to  deliver,  and  its  text  -  .  not  "  codlekt.'' 
Bailey  Bangs,"  she  began,  "  when  I  was  brought 
'7 
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to  realize  that  my  husband,  although  apparently  an 
able-bodied  man,  couldn't  support  me  as  I'd  been 
used  to  be  supported,  and  when  I  was  forced  to  sup- 
port him  by  keepin'  boarders,  I  says,  '  If  there's  one 
thing  that  my  house  shall  stand  for  it's  punctual 
promptness  at  meal  times.  I  say  nothing,'  I  says 
'  about  the  inconvenience  of  gettin'  on  with  only  one 
hired  help  when  we  ought  to  have  three.  If  Provi- 
dence, in  its  unscrutable  wisdom,'  I  says,  '  has  seen  fit 
to  lay  this  burden  onto  me,  the  burden  of  a  household 
of  boarders  and  a  husband  whom '  " 

And  just  then  the  power  referred  to  by  Mrs.  Bangs 
intervened  to  spare  her  husband  the  remainder  of  the- 
preachment.  From  the  driveway  of  the  yard,  beside 
the  dining-room  windows,  came  the  rattle  of  wheels 
and  the  tramp  of  a  horse's  feet.  Mrs.  Matilda 
Tripp,  who  sat  nearest  the  windows,  on  that  side,  rose 
and  peered  out. 

"  It's  the  depot  wagon,  Ketury,"  she  said. 
"There's  somebody  inside  it.  I  wonder  if  tL.y're 
comin'  here." 

"  Transients  "  were  almost  unknown  quantities  at 
the  Bayport  Hotel  in  May.  Consequently,  all  the 
boarders  and  the  landlady  herself  crowded  to  the 
windows.  The  "  depot  wagon  "  had  drawn  up  by 
the  steps,  and  Gabe  Lumley,  the  driver,  had  de- 
scended from  his  seat  and  was  doing  his  best  to  open 
the  door  of  the  ancient  vehicle.  It  stuck,  of  course; 
the  doors  of  all  depot  wagons  stick. 
i8 
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the"":!';"  '^  luT':'-'  "^r  °"^ '-''- 

There  she  comes !  "  f         ^  «ave— /lo  i 

The  door  flew  back  with  a  bani?      A  m,„ 
cue  upon  the  lover  step  of  the  po'.h     T^;  e'^;? 

He's  a  stranger,"  whispered  Mrs    Trion      "  r 

never  see  him  before,  d;.  you'  Mr.  Tiddil'i^'-        ' 
i  he  town  clerk  did  not  answer      H» 

at  the  depot  wagon's  passed  Han";  STlZ 

t'otr     "'r'°"  °'  "'''^''  was' Chang  ng 

■lat  of  surprise  and  amazed  incrcd.  -ity     Mrs  Trinn 

turned  to  Mr.   Banes-  he  akn   v  ^^ 

mouthed.  '"'  ""'"«'   °Pen- 

"  Godfrey   scissors!"    aa<np,i    A.,     t, 
breath      "  Cr^At  ■   ^^^P^^   ^^aph,    under   his 

"reath.        Godfrey-..,„o,, ;     Bailey,  I_I  believe 

—I  swan  to  man,  I  believe " 

['^-^  Tidditt!"  exclaimed  Mr.   Bangs     "am   I 

gom   looney,  or  is  that-  is  that "      ^         ^   ^ 

Neither  finished   his   sentence      Th^r. 
when  language  seems  so  pitif^lf^inltLe"^   """'' 


CHAPTER    II 

THE    wanderer's   RETURN 

HERE  in  Payport,  nowadays,  the  collecting  of 
antiques  "  is  a  favorite  amusement  of  our 
summer  visitors.  Those  of  us  who  were 
fortunate  enough  to  possess  a  set  of  nicked  blue 
d.shes,  a  warming  pan,  or  a  tall  clock  with  wooden 
wheels,  have  long  ago  parted  with  these  treasures  for 
considerable  sums.  Oddly  enough  Sylvanus  Cahoon 
has  profited  most  by  this  craze.  Sylvanus  used  to  -^e 
judged  the  unluckiest  man  in  town;  of  late  this  judg- 
ment  has  been  revised. 

It  was  Sylvanus  who,  confined  to  the  house  by  an 
Illness  brought  on  by  eating  too  much  "  sugar  cake  " 
at  a  free  sociable  given  by  the  Methodist  Society 
arose  ,n  the  night  and  drank  copiously  of  what  he  sup- 
posed to  be  the  medicine  left  by  the  doctor.  It  hap- 
pened to  be  water-bug  poison,  and  Sylvanus  was 
nearly  killed  by  the  dose.  He  is  reported  as  having 
admitted  that  he  "didn't  mind  dyin'  so  much,  but 
ftated  to  die  such  a  dum  mean  death." 

While  convalescent  he  took  to  smoking  in  bed  and 
was  burned  out  of  house  and  home  in  consequence.      ; 
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Then  it  wa-  that  his  kind-hearted  ftllo.v  c?- 7eis  do- 
nated, for  the  furnishing  of  his  new  residence,  all  the 
cast-off  bits  of  furniture  and  odds  and  ends  from  their 
garrets  "  Charity,"  observed  Captain  Josiah  Dim- 
.ck  at  the  time,  "  begins  at  home  with  us  Bayporters, 

heavl'n^'"'""''  '"^'"'  "'^  ^"'''  ""*'  *"'"'  "'^hest  to 
Later  Sylvanus  sold  most  of  the  donations  as  "  an- 
tiques and  made  money  enongh  therefrom  to  buy 
a  new  plush  parlor  set.  Miss  Angeline  Phinney  never 
called  on  the  Cahoons  after  that  without  making  her 
appearance  at  the  front  door.  "  I'll  get  some  good 
out  of  that  plush  sofy  I  helped  to  pay  for,"  de- 
clared Angel, ne  "if  it's  only  to  wear  it  out  by 
settin   on  it."  ' 

There  are  two  "  antiques  "  in  Bayport  which  have 
not  yet  been  sold  or  even  bid  for.  One  is  Gabe 
Lumleys  depot  wagon,"  and  the  other  is  "  Dan'l 
Webster,"  the  horse  which  draws  it.    Both  are  verv 

Gabe  was,  as  usual,  waiting  at  the  station  when  the 
down  tram  arrived,  on  the  Tuesday-or  Wednesday 
-of  the  selectmen's  meeting.  The  train  was  due,  ac- 
cording to  the  time-table,  at  eleven  forty-five  This 
time-table,  and  the  signboard  of  the  "  Bayport  Ho- 
tr-  are  the  only  bits  of  humorous  literature  peculiar 
to  our  village,  unless  we  add  the  political  editorials 
or  the  Bayport  Breeze. 
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So,  at  eleven  forty-five,  Mr.  Lumley  was  serenely 
dozing  on  the  baggage  truck,  which  he  had  wheeled 
to  the  sunny  side  of  the  platform.  At  five  minutes 
past  twelve,  he  yawned,  stretched,  and  looked  at  his 
watch.  Then,  rolling  off  the  truck,  he  strolled  to  the 
edge  of  the  platform  and  spoke  authoritatively  to 
"  Dan'l  Webster." 

"  Hi  there !  stand  still !  "  commanded  Mr.  Lumley. 

St.inding  still  being  Dan'l's  long  suit,  the  order 
was  obeyed.  Gabe  then  loafed  to  the  door  of 
the  station  and  accosted  the  depot  master,  who 
was  nodding  in  his  chair  beside  the  telegraph  in- 
strument. 

"Where  is  she  now,  Ed?"  asked  Mr.  Lumley, 
referring  to  the  train. 

"  Just  left  South  Harniss.  Be  here  pretty  soon. 
What's  your  hurry?    Expectin'  anybody?  " 

"  Naw ;  nobody  that  I  know  of,  special.  Sophrony 
Hallett's  gone  to  Ostable,  but  she  won't  be  back 
till  to-morrow  I  cal'late.     Hello!  there  she  whistles 


Needless  to  say  it  was  the  train,  not  the  widow 
Halletf,  that  had  whistled.  The  depot  master  rose 
from  his  chair.  A  yellow  dog,  his  property,  scram- 
bled from  beneath  it,  and  rushing  out  of  the  door  and 
to  the  farthi,r  end  of  the  platform,  barked  furiously. 
Cephas  Baker,  who  lives  across  the  road  from  the 
depot,  slouched  down  to  his  front  gate.  His  wife 
opened  the  door  of  her  kitchen  and  stood  there,  her 
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wet  arms  wrapped  in  her  apron.  The  five  Baker 
chifdren  tore  round  ihe  "orner  of  the  house,  over  the 
back  fence,  and  lined  up,  whooping  joyously,  on  the 
platform.  A  cloud  of  white  smoke  billowed  above 
the  clump  of  cedars  at  the  bend  of  the  track.  Then 
the  locomotive  rounded  the  curve  and  bore  down 
upon  the  station. 

"Stand  still,  I  tell  you  I  "  shouted  Gabe,  addressing 
the  horse. 

Dan'l  Webster  opened  one  eye,  closed  it  and  re- 
lapsed into  slumber. 

The  train,  a  combination  baggage  car  and  smoker, 
two  freight  cars  and  a  passenger  coach,  rolled  ponder- 
ously alongside  the  platform.  From  the  open  door 
of  the  baggage  car  were  tossed  the  mail  sack  and  two 
express  packages.  The  conductor  stepped  from  the 
passenger  coach.  Followmg  him  came  briskly  a 
short,  thickset  man  with  a  reddish-gray  beard  and 
grayish-red  hair. 

"  Coin'  down  to  the  village.  Mister?  "  inquired 
Mr.  Lumley.     "  Carriage  right  here." 

The  stranger  inspected  the  driver  of  the  depot 
wagon,  inspected  him  deliberately  from  top  to  toe 
Then  he  said : 

"Down   to  the  village?     Why,  yes,   I  wouldn't 
wonder.    Say !  you're  a  Lumley,  ain't  you  ?  " 

"Why  I  why— yes,  I  be  1    How'd  you  know  that? 
Am  t  ever  seen  you  afore,  have  I  ?  " 

"  Guess  not,"  with  a  quiet  chuckle.     "  I've  never 
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seen  you,  either,  but  I've  seen  your  nose.    I'd  know  a 
Lumley  nose  if  I  run  across  it  in  China." 

The  possessor  of  the  "  Lumley  nose  "  rubbed  that 
organ  in  a  bewildered  fashion.  Recovering  in  a 
measure  he  laughed,  rather  half-heartedly,  and 
begged  to  know  if  the  trunk,  then  being  unloaded 
from  the  baggage  car,  belonged  to  his  prospective 
passenger.  As  the  answer  was  an  affirmative  nod,  he 
secured  the  trunk  check  and  departed,  still  rubbing 
his  nose. 

When  he  returned,  with  the  trunk  on  the  truck, 
he  found  the  stranger,  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
standmg  before  Dan'l  Webster  and  gazing  at  that 
animal  with  an  expression  of  acute  interest. 

"  Is  this  your— horse?  "  demanded  the  newcomer, 
pausmg  before  the  final  word  of  his  question. 

"  It's  so  cal'lated  to  be,"  replied  Gabe,  with  die- 
nity.  * 

"  Hum  I    Does  he  work  nights?  " 

"  Work  nights?    No,  course  he  don't!  " 

"  Oh,  all  right  I     Then  you  can  wake  him  up  with 

a  clear  conscience.    I  didn't  know  but  he  needed  the 

sleep.    What's  his  record  ?  " 
"Record?" 

Yup;  his  trottin'  record.  Anybody  can  see  he's 
bu.lt  for  speed,  narrow  in  the  beam  and  sharp  fore 
and  aft.    Shall  I  get  aboard  the  barouche?  " 

The  depot  master,  who  was  on  hand  to  help  with 
the   trunk,   grinned  broadly.     Mr.  Lumley  sulkily 
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made  answer  that  his  passenger  might  get  aboard  if 
he  wanted  to.  Apparently  he  wanted  to,  for  he 
sprang  into  the  depot  wagon  with  a  bounce  that  made 
the  old  vehicle  rock  on  its  springs 

she?  Never  mmd  „y  ballast  '11  keep  her  on  an  even 
Keel.  Irunk  made  fast  astern?  All  right  I  Say! 
you  m,ght  furl  some  of  this  spare  canvas  so's  I  can 

ake  an  observation  as  we  go  along.  Don't  go  so  fast 
that  the  scenery  gets  blurred,  will  you?  It's  been 
some  t.me  smce  I  made  this  cruise,  and  I'd  rather  like 
to  keep  a  lookout." 

The  driver  "  furled  the  canvas  "-that  is,  he  rolled 
up  the  curtams  at  the  sides  of  the  carryall.  Then  he 
climbed  to  the  front  seat  and  took  up  the  reins. 

Oit  up  I      he  shouted  savagely.     Dan'l  Webster 
did  not  move. 

The  passenger  offered  a  suggestion.     "  Why  don't 
hraskid        '"'  ""  "'""^  ''°'''  '"  ^'^  fore-riggin'?  '• 
_''  Haw  I  haw  I  "  roared  the  depot  master. 
Git  up,    you-you   lump!"   bellowed  the   har- 
assed Mr  Lumjey.    Dan'l  pricked  up  one  ear,  then  a 
hoof    and  slowly  got  under  way.     As  the  equipage 
passed  the  Baker  homestead,  the  whole  family  wa 
dustered  about  the  gate,  staring  at  the  occupant  of 
the  wagon.    The  stare  was  returned 

"Who  lives  in  there?"  demanded  the  stranger. 
Who  are  those  folks?" 
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"  Ceph  Baker's  tribe,"  was  the  sullen  answer. 
Baker,  hey?     Humph!  new  folks,  I  presume 
.kely.     Used  to  be  Seth  Snow's  house,  that  did. 
Where'd  Seth  go  to?" 

Gabe  grunted  that  he  did  not  know.  He  believed 
Mr.  Snow  was  dead,  had  died  years  before 

"Humph!  dead,  hey?  Then  I  know  v  liere  he 
went.  Do  you  ever  smoke— or  does  drivin'  this 
norse  make  you  too  nervous?  " 

Mr.  Lumley  thawed  a  bit  at  the  sight  of  the  prof- 
fered cigar.  He  admitted  that  he  smoked  occasion- 
ally  and  that  he  guessed  "  'twouldn't  interfere  with 
the  dnvin'  none." 

"Good  enough!  then  we'll  light  up.  I  can  talk 
better  .f  I  m  under  a  head  of  steam.  There's  a  new 
house;  who  built  that?  " 

The  "  new  "  house  was  fifteen  years  old,  but  Gabe 
gave  the  name  of  its  builder.  Then,  thinking  that 
the  catechismg  had  been  altogether  too  one-sided,  he 
ventured  an  observation  of  his  own. 
_  "  This  is  a  pretty  good  cigar.  Mister,"  he  said, 
bmokes  like  a  Snowflake." 
"Like  a  what?" 

"Like  a  Snowflake.  That's  about  the  best 
straight  five  center  you  can  get  around  here.  Sim- 
mons used  to  keep  'em,  but  the  drummer's  cart  ain't 
called  lately  and  he's  all  out." 

"That's  a  shame.    I  told  the  train  boy  that  these 
smoked  like  somethin',  but  I  didn't  know  what  to  call 
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il.    M„cl,  obliged  .0,0..    H„,S.„„,k„,p„,i,i„ 

trunk's  done  some  travelin',  hey  ?  " 

"  Think  so,  do  you  ?  " 

"  Yup.    Gee  I  I'd  like  to  travel  myseK.    But  no  I 
I  got  to  stay  all  my  life  in  this  dead  'n'  alive  hole 
wanted  to  go  to  Boston  and  clerk  in  a  store  bu  'the 
old  man  put  his  foot  down,  and  here  I've  st^ck  eve 
-ce.,    G,t  up.   Dan-1,     What's   the  matSr   S 

"  Don't  find  fault,  son,"  he  said.    "  There's  worse 
P  aces  m  the  world  than  old  Bayport,  and  worseludl! 

z^arr^:rifif-.f-i^ 

tim7^r^^,I  "''5'  '^'  ^'''-    ^"^  ""  '-^l'  'em  any 
me  when  the  t.de's  out  and  the  wind's  right     You 
see,  the  t.de  goes  out  pretty  fur  here  and—-'- 

odH  V  ^"^  ''^    ^°"'  ^'^'  ^'"^  ^aitin-  thirty 

odd  year   or  that  smell  and  here  'tis  at  last.    DrWc 

slow  and  let  me  fill  up  on  it.    Just  blow  that-thit 
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Snowstorm  of  yours  the  other  way  for  a  spell,  won't 
you?     Thanks." 

The  request  to  be  driven  slow  was  so  superfluous 
that  Mr.  Lumley  paid  no  attention  to  it.  He  puffed 
industriously  at  the  Snowfl^ice  and  watched  his  com- 
panion, who,  leaning  forward  on  the  seat,  was  gazing 
out  at  the  town  and  the  bay  beyond  it.  The  "  depot 
h'll  is  not  as  high  as  Whittaker's  Hill,  but  the  view 
IS  almost  as  extensive. 

"  Excuse  me.  Mister,"  observed  Gabe,  after  an  in- 
terval, "  but  you  ain't  said  where  you're  goin'." 

The  passenger  came  out  m  his  day  dream  with  a 
start. 

"Why,    that's    right!"    he   exclaimed.      "So    I 
haven't  1     Well,  now,  where  would  you  go,  if  you 
was  me  ?     Is  there  a  hotel  or  tavern  or  somethin'  ?  " 
Yup.     There's  the  Bayport  Hotel.     'Tain't  ex- 
actly a  hotel,  neither.    We  call  it  the  perfect  boardin' 

house  round  here.    You  see " 

He  proceeded  to  tell  the  story  of  "  the  perfect 
boarding  house."  His  listener  seemed  greafy  inter- 
ested, and  although  he  laughed,  did  not  interrupt  un- 
til  the  tale  was  ended. 

''Sol  "  he  said,  chuckling.  "  Bailey  Bangs,  hey? 
Stub  Bangs  I  Well,  well!  And  he  married  Ketury 
i^ayson !  How  in  time  did  he  ever  find  spunk  enough 
to  propose?  And  Ketury  runs  the  perfect  boardin' 
house!  Well,  that  ought  to  be  job  enough  for  one 
woman.  She  runs  Bailey,  too,  on  the  side,  I  s'pose  ?  " 
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"You  bet  you  I  He  don't  dast  to  say  '  boo  •  to  a 
ch,cken  when  she's  'round.  I  say,  Mister!  I  don't 
knows  I  know  your  name,  do  I?     I  judge  you've 

been  here  afore  so "  ' 

"  Yes,  I've  been  here  before.  Whose  is  that  big 
place  up  there  across  our  bows?  The  one  with  the 
cupola  on  the  main  truck?  " 

"That,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Lumley,  oratorically,  "  be- 
longs to  the  Honorable  Heman  G.  Atkins,  and  it's 
probably  the  finest  in  this  county.     Heman  is  our 

aTyrngr-'^''  '"  '^^'''"'"-  '"'-  ^"^  ^^  ^^ 
The  passenger  had  said  something,  but  he  did  not 
repeat  it.  He  was  leaning  from  the  carriage  and 
gating  steadily  up  the  slope  ahead.  And  his  gaze 
strange  to  say,  was  not  directed  at  the  imposing  At- 
kms  estate,  but  at  its  opposite  neighbor,  the  old  "  Cy 
Whittaker  place."  ' 

Slowly    laboriously,   Dan'l  Webster  mounted  the 

brea.h,  but  the  driver  would  not  let  him 

rein's!^"  ''°"^'  ^°"'"  ^'  '=°"""'»"'^«d,  flapping  the 

pnse.  The  hitherto  cool  and  self-possessed  occupant 
of  the  rear  seat  seemed  very  much  excited.  His  big 
jed  hand  c  asped  Mr.  Lumley's  over  the  reins,  and 
Uan  1  was  brought  to  an  abrupt  standstill 

Heave  to!"  he  ordered,  shan^ly.  and  the  tone 
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was  that  of  one  who  has  given  many  orders  and  ex- 
pects  them  to  be  obeyed.     "  Belay  1     Whoa,  there  1 
Great  knd  of  love  I  look  at  that!  look  at  it!    Who 

The  mate  to  the  big  red  hand  pointed  to  the  front 
door  of  the  Wh.ttaker  place.    Gabe  was  alarmed. 

Done  what  ?  Done  which  ?  "  he  gasped.  "  What 
you  ta  km'  about?    There  ain't  nobody  lives  in  there! 

1  nat  house  has  been  empty  for " 

"Where's  the  front  fence?"  demanded  the  ex- 
c,ted  passenger.  "What's  become  of  the  hedge? 
And  who  put  up  that-that  darned  piazza  ?  " 

.J  l,^T''  ^'^  ''""  "^^"^  '"  ""^  ^««  almost 
n        U       r%  '""'"^  """''^^"-     "«  hastened  to 
reply    that   he    d.dn't   know;   he    wasn't   sure;   he 
presumed    hkely    'twas    "them    New    Hamp;hir 
Howeses,     when  they  ran  a  summer  boarding  house 
i  he  stranger  drew  a  long  breath.    "  Well,  of  all 

T^u-    .'^'"-     ^^'"  ^'  '^°^'<i'  hesitated,  and 
ordered  h,s  dnver  to  heave  ahead  and  run  alongside 

t^L  thth"      '°  "'"'■'■    ^'  ^''  "•'^  absolutely  cer- 
am  that  h,s  companion  was  an  escaped  lunatic,  and 

The  rem"  T    /  u''""'  ""  '^P"'"''^''  '^e  better. 
Ihe  remamder  of  the  tnp  was  made  in  silence. 

Mrs.  Bangs  opened  the  door  of  the  perfect  board- 
ng  house  and  stood  majestically  waiting  to  receive 
he  prospective  guest.    Over  her  shoulders  peered  the 
faces  of  the  boarders. 
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Hello,   Keturyl"  he  said.     "J  ain't  se^n  v„ 
emerged  from  the  doorway     Their  m^  .h         , 

Bailey's  mouth  closed  in  order  that  if'.  n« 
™» '    l-I  b  Ji.vt  yon're  c,  Whir,.k,r !  " 

.™..:x.„Tb.d"s:  Vurar-'b"" "  ■ 


CHAPTER    III 

"  FIXIN'   OVER  " 

MISS  ANGELINE   PHINNEY  made  no 
less  than  nine  calls  that  afternoon.     Be- 
.    „  i°'^  ''^''f™e  it  was  known,  from  the  last 
house  m     Woodchuck  Lane  "  to  the  fish  shanties  at 
West  Bayport,   that   "young  Cy "  Whittaker  had 
come  back;  that  he  had  come  back  "  for  good  "•  that 
he  was  staying  temporarily  at  the  perfect  boardine 
house;  that  he  was  "  awful  well  off  "-having  made 
lots  of  money  down  in  South  America;  that  he  in- 
tended  to     fix  over  -  the  Whittaker  place,  and  that 
It  was  to  be  fixed  over,  not  in  a  modem  manner,  with 
plush  parlor  sets-a  la  Sylvanus  Cahoon-nor  with 
onyx  tables  and  blue  and  gold  chairs  liKe  those  adorn- 
mg  the  Atkms  mansion.    It  was  to  be,  as  near  as  pos- 
s.ble  a  reproduction  of  what  it  had  been  in  the  time 
of  the  late  "  Cap'n  Cy,"  young  Cy's  father. 

/  thmk  he's  out  of  his  head,"  declared  Miss 
Phmney  ,n  confidence,  to  each  of  the  nine  females 
whom  she  favored  with  her  calls.  "  Not  crazy  you 
understand,  but  sort  of  touched  in  the  upper  story 
I  says  so  to  Matildy  Tripp,  said  it  right  out,  too: 
32 


V'.A^oil  c./^^V, 


•'•Matildy,'  I  say,,   .h.',  got  ,  ,crcw  loose  „p  ,loft  j„st 
as  sure  as  you're  a  bom  woman!'" 

'  Matildy,'  I  says,  '  he's  got  a  screw  loose  up  aloft  iust 

you  think  so?  •  says  she.     '  WelK'  says  I,  '  do  you 
spose    anybody   that   wan't    foolish    would   be    for 

older?     I  says.     Go,n'  to  tear  down  the  piazza  the 

fust  thing!    Perfectly  good  piazza  that  cost  ninety! 
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eight  dollars  and  sixty  cents  to  build;  I  know,  because 
I  see  the  b,ll  when  the  Howeses  had  it  done.  And 
he  s  goin  to  set  out  box  hedges,  somethin'  that  ain't 
been  the  style  m  this  town  sence  Congressman  Atkins 
pulled  up  h.s.  'What  in  the  world,  Cap'n  Whit! 
Uker,  says  I  to  h.m,  '  do  you  want  of  box  hedges? 
Homely  and  st.ff  and  funeral  lookin'  1    I  might  have 

but  nowheres  else.'     'All  right,  Angie,'  says  he 
you  shall  have  'em  there;  I'll  cut  some'slips  purpos 

raVvtlt       ^^  '  '''"""'  ""'  "y"-    Now  ain't ?hat 
crazy  talk  for  a  grown  man?  " 

Miss  Phinney  was  not  the  only  one  in  our  village 
to  question  Captam  Cy  Whittaker's  sanity  during  the 
next  fe^  months.  The  majority  of  our  people  Ln' 
understand  h.m  at  all.  He  was  generaHy  hked,  f^ 
although  he  had  money,  he  did  not  put  on  airs,  but  he 
had  h,s  own  way  of  doing  things,  and  they  were  not 
Bayport  ways. 

True  to  his  promise,  he  had  a  squad  of  carpenters 
busy  on  the  day  following  his  arrival,  tearing  down 
rf.e  loathed  p,azza.     These  carpenters,  and  more, 
were  kept  busy  throughout  that  entire  spring  and 
well  mto  the  summer.    Then  came  painters  and  gar 
deners.    The  p.azza  disappeared ;  a  new  picket  fence 
exactly  l,ke  the  old  one  torn  down  by  the  Howeses 
was  erected;  new  shutters  were  hung;  new  window! 
panes  were  set;  the  roof  was  newly  shingled.    Cap- 
tam  Cy,  Senior,  had,  in  his  day,  cherished  a  New 
34 


"FIXIN'   OVER" 
England  fondness  for  white  and  green  paint;  there- 

wh>  ."T!^"'  ^''  ^'''"=  '""^  fh^  house  was 
wh.te  and  the  bhnds  a  brilliant  green.  Rows  of  ^ox 
hedge  the  plants  brought  from  Boston,  were  set  out 
on  each  s.de  of  the  front  walk.  The  kow«  f^nt 
door  bell-a  clamorous  gong-was  removed,  and  a 

loned  jmgle  variety  took  its  place.  An  old-fash 
.oned  flower  garden-Cap'n  Cy's  mother  had  loved 
pos.es-was  la.d  out  on  the  west  lawn  beyond  Ihe 
fender'^    ^l  ''"^  ^''='"^"  '"^^  captain 'superin! 

tenttn'.  V"'  ^"'"P'"'^  ^^  *--d  f^s  at- 

tention to  interior  decoration. 

And  now  Captain  Cy  proceeded  to,  literally  as- 
tomsh  the  natives.  Among  the  How^s  "  improv  . 
ments"  were  gilt  wall  papers  and  modern  fumtu7e 
for  the  lower  floor  of  the  house.    The  fumiturT  hey 

beenTefrbe?  H      a"';'.^  ^^"  "^"^^  "^^^  P-^- 
been  left  behind     And  the  captain  had  every  scrap 

of  that  paper  stripped  from  the  walls,  and  the  latter 

re<overed  with  quaint,  ugly,  old-fashioned  patted 

npes  and  roses  and  flowered  sprays  with  im'pos  2 

birds  flitting  among  them.     The  Bassett  decorators 

has  pasted  the  gilt  improvement  over  the  old  Whi 

taker  paper,  and  it  was  the  Whittaker  paper  tha7  the 

captain  did  his  best  to  match,  sending'sa!^;,  'L' 

there,  and  everywhere  in  the  effort.    Then,  upon  th^ 

walls  he  hung  old-fashioned  pictures,  such  as  Bay 

port  dwellers  had  long  ago  relegated  to  their  attfcs 
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pictures  like  M  From  Shore  to  Shore,"  "Christian 
V.ewmg  the  C.ty  Beautiful,"  and  "  Signing  the  Dec- 
arat,on."  To  these  he  added,  bringing  then,  from 
the  crowded  garret  of  the  homestead,  oil  paintings 
of  sh.ps  commanded  by  his  father  and  grandfather 
and  family  portraits,  executed— which  is  a  peculiarly 
fittmg  word-by  deceased  local  artists  in  oil  and 
•crayon. 

He  boarded  up  the  fireplace  in  the  sitting  room 
and  mstalled  a  buse-burner  stove,  resurrected  from 
the  tmsmith  s  barn.    He  purchased  a  full  "  haircloth 
«et     of  parlor  furniture  from  old  Mrs.  Penniman, 
who  never  had  been  known  to  sell  any  of  her  hoarded 
telongmgs  before,    even   to   the    "  antiquers,"   and 
wouldn  t  have  done  so  now,  had  it  not  been  that  the 
captain  s  offer  was  too  princely  to  be  real,  and  the 
old  lady  feared  she  might  be  dreaming  and  would 
wake  up  before  she  received  the  money.    And  from 
Trumet  to  Ostable  he  journeyed,  buying  a  chair  here 
and  a  table  there,  braided  rag  mats  from  this  one, 
and  corded  bedsteads  and  "  rising  sun  "  quilts  from 
hat.    At  least  half  of  Bayport  believed  with  Gabe 
Lumley  and  M.ss  Phinney  that,  if  Captain  Cy  had 
not  escaped  from  a  home  for  the  insane,  he  was  a 
likely  candidate  for  such  an  institution 

At  the  table  of  the  perfect  boarding  house  the  cap- 
tain was  not  inclined  to  be  communicative  regarding 
his  reasons  and  his  intentions.     He  was  a  prime  fa 
.vonte  there,  praising  Keturah's  cooking,  joking  with 
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^«fdt"Tr"''"S"''r  *"=  ^''  P'"-'! '»  «"  her 

cufs"'  nH  Mr"  °'  '^'""■"«  ""'^  -"""«  "side 
curls      and  tellmg  yams  of  South  American  dress 

hey  had  not  been  so  interesting,  and  if  CaoLnT 

pos^d  no!  ''  ""^'  ^'^^  ^"'^  '''-'•^  ^'^^t  she  sup- 

"  Only  I  do  wish  Mr.  P  ,„iels,  our  minister  mi^rhf 

So  do  I     w,th  a  covert  wink  „t  Mrs.  Bangs  who 

k;;;;"?"''''^""''^^^^^'''-''----'^  that  so. 

He  evaded  all  personal  questions  put  to  h™  h 
Z  hoarders,  explaining  that  he  was  reno  "at  ng  tht 
o  d  place  just  for  fun-he  always  had  had  a  ga„  ' 
of  men  workmg  for  him,  and  it  seemed  natura  some 
how.    But  to  the  friends  of  his  boyhood  ZIL-^^' 
d.tt  and  Bailey  Bangs,  he  told  thete:^;.^^^'  ^''■ 

fully  aTtheT""-'?"^""'^'^  ^'"'^y'  ^""'-f  tear- 
fully, as  the  tno  wandered  through  the  rooms  of  the 
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seem  aHh       K  T""  '°  '"""'  ^'*'  ''  '*  '•«"''  «'">»« 
seem  as  though  I  was  a  boy  again.    Why!  it's  your 

dads  house  come  back  alive,  it  is  sol    liok  at  Z 

settm  room ,    Seem's  if  I  could  see  him  „«:  a-s  ^t^ 

by  that  ere  stove,  and  Mrs.  Whittaker,  your  ma,  over 

there  a.sew,n',  and  old  Cap'n  Cy-yo'ur  grat^ddad 

Wh.t,  ,t  s  the  very  ,mage  of  the  chair  he  always  set 

Captain  Cy  laughed  aloud. 

chair^'V"""'  "'  "'"'  ^"■''^•"  ^'  '''^'^'   "it's  'he 
chair      Twas  up  att.c,  all  busted  and  crippled,  but  I 

had  ,t  made  over  like  new.    And  there's  granddad' 

P.cture,  bokin'  just  as  I  remember  him-^nly  he 

want  qu,te  so  much  of  a  frozen  wax  image  a    he' 

pamted  there     I'm  goin'  to  hang  it  where'       way 

hung  over  the  mantelpiece,  next  to  the  lookin'  glass 

f.,I  T  ^f  °^  ^°^''  ^°y'^  "  ^'  ^^"t  on,  "you 
feners  don't  know  what  this  means  to  me.  ManJ 
and  many  s  the  fme  I've  had  this  old  house  and  thil 
old  room  m  my  mind.  I've  seen  'em  aboard  ship  i„ 
a  howlm'  gale  off  the  Horn.    I've  seen  'em  down  i" 

scurcely  and  the  Car.bs  went  around  dressed  in  a 

handkerchief  and  a  paper  cigar  and  If  m,^  t 

vou  coiiM     I'  .  ,  '  '"^^^  you  wish 

seen  'em  I  Ve,    ''^" '^'""^"^  '*>«=-'  «very  time  I've 

^'em  anH  I  ^f  T'  '^'^  ^'^  ^°'"«=  back  and 

I've  em,  and  now,  by  the  big  dipper  I  here  I  am.    Oh 
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I  tell  you,  chummies,  vou  want  t^  u    c    ^ 
home  and  out  of  a  town  ^n  ^      ,  ^""^  ""'  °^  » 

I  blame  the  oW  mln    h       T^''  "" '    N°'  ^''''^ 
-  -ise  in  ^ompT;-;  '^^ J/ ^^  ^  -ch  alike 

and  in  the  Bayport^rave  J^y  can^pl"? '"' 
when  I'm  readv  fnr  f  I,.  u         ™  P"""^  me 

and-     my   s/rher    "n^'^P;    ^^'^ '«">«  blood 

porter? "      '^'  '''     °°"^  ^  '"'*  "ke  a  Bay- 

•' A  b'odySni?^ '"..?'■''  ^^^P*^   emphatically. 

shouldn't  i.  a  Whittaker'nl  ""  "°''~'°'''  ""^  ^ 
Whittaker  I  Ln.  "'°'''  """^  l'^<=  ''ke  a 

one  ar:LVa;r:hTn  rd  ma7  '  ^°f  "' 
heave  anchor  and  stay  onlS  I  die  t"'l'"'''  ''^ 
foolishness,  but  it's  me  ''  ^'^'"'  '^^^'* 

the"lL"tf^lfsrlr  ''^  ''''  ^''"'  '^^  ^»''- 
"T  r  "';''=, f"°w''ake  cigar,  and  added: 

Take  th.s  old  settin' room-why,  here  it  is;  seel 
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Z"hlT  '"  ^'"u^"'"'  ""'^  ""  '■"  ''*»•  ">d.  if  you 

laif  ^!"u"^^  «""'^'''"* '"  »>'»•  i"" "  you  L. 

the  floor  by  the  stove,  lookin'  at  the  pictures  in  I 
heap   of   Godey's    Lady's    Book.      And   says   Zl 

day?-'  BoZ         Tfr  ""  '"^  '  ^°'''"  ' '"  'hose 
days-  Bos  n,   says  dad,  '  .un  down  cellar  and  fetch 

me  up  a  p.tcher  of  cider,  that's  a  good  feller  '    Ye, 

yes;  thats  this  room  as  I've  seen  it  in  my  mind  eve; 

^ce  I  fptoed  through  it  the  night  I  runaway' ^th 

m  duds  ,n  a  bundle  under  my  arm.    Do  you  won 

•     tribe  r;.'"''"'  "^'  "''^"  '  ^^  -'>'''  '»'»'  Howe" 
tribe  had  done  to  it?" 

Superintending  the  making  over  of  the  old  home 

toT    We^"  """"Tu  ""'  ^P-^"'  ''  Simmons's 
tore      We  have  no  clubs  in  Bayport,  strictly  speak- 
ing, for  the  sewmg  circle  and  the  Shakespeare  Read- 
mg  Socety  are  exclusively  feminine  in  membership; 
therefore  Simmons's  store  is  the  gathering  place  of 
those  males  who  are  bachelor  or  widowers  or  who 
are  sufEcently  free  from  petticoat  government  to  risk 
an  occasional  evening  out.     Asaph  Tidditt  was  a 
regular  sojourner  at  the  store.     Bailey  Bangs,  hap- 
pening in  to  purchase  fifty  cents'  worth  of  sugar  or 
to  have  the  molasses  jug  filled,  lingered  occasionally, 
but  not  often.     Captain  Cy  explained  Bailey's  ab 
sence  m  characteristic  fashion. 

"  Variety,"  observed  the  captain,  "  i,  the  spice  of 
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life.    Bailey  gets  talk  enoujrh  to  hom^     wru    ,     ■ 
use  of  his        i„.  „p  Here  to  get  Ir^eT"    ""''''  ''^ 
grin   "we  letV  '7"'"  '''""  J°"''"'  ^imick,  witl,  a 

AngiePh°:;i;j:„'',?"'^"''  '•^"^^  ^""-'^  -^ 

a  bi' J/fai^Ve  loi-r^  T"^'""^'^ "  "^^  °- 
would  he?  WherBatt^a'df  ^^°''■'''■'• 
MethodistConferenceun;    r        L    '^"'  '°  f*"^ 

visited  the  dee"  anH  H  Z       ,°"°"' '"'"  ^"'^  =«  ^^^d 
cu  me  aeet  and  dumb  asylum.    Wh^n  'f„,     .• 

to  go,  he  was  missin'   and  th.vT-^    !lu      ^^  '""*" 

male  ward  lookin'  ,?  1,  ^      ""'^  '"'"  '"  '^e  fe- 

of  all  them  wotn  el/^ir;    '''"  '""  ^'•"'«''' 
a  word,  was  the  LTZZm  tlr^ ^r  I 

SraU'llr  ""'■  ^^^^  ^'•"^"  --  ^" 
/,  almost  as  It  he  was  m  Paradise     <;,.  a     tj 

An  -ys,  ..„.,,  i,..  hi,  „„  „"'■"'•    S"  A.,  T,d. 

but  county  politics  and  local  ,ff  "'°"'' 

as  downstairs  teacheTo        T''°  ,'''°"'d  ^e  hired 

-.  building,  r:^,,„irr^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

Wer  room,  where  the  little  tots  begin  S  thet 
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'  ^7"^""^  ^'*'"  *"<^  progress  until  they  have  mas- 
tered the  Fourth  Reader,  i,  called  "downstairs." 
Upstairs  is,  of  course,  the  second  story,  where  the 
older  children  are  taught.  To  handle  some  of  the 
big  boys  upstairs  is  a  task  for  a  healthy  man. 
and  such  a  one  usually  fills  the  teacher's  position 
there.  Downstairs  being,  in  theory,  at  least,  less  stren- 
uous,  IS  presided  over  by  a  woman. 

Miss  Seabury,  who  had  been  downstairs  teacher 
for  one  lively  term,  had  resigned  that  spring  in  tears 
and  humiliation.  Her  scholars  had  enjoyed  them- 
selves and  would  have  liked  her  to  continue,  but  the 
committee  and  the  townspeople  thought  otherwise. 
1  here  was  a  general  feeling  that  enjoyment  was  not 
the  whole  aim  of  education. 

"Betty,"  said  Captain  Dimick,  referring  to  his 
sma  I  granddaughter,  "  has  done  fust  rate  so  fur's 
marksmanship  and  lung  trainin'  goes.  I  cal'late  she 
can  hit  a  nail  head  ten  foot  off  with  a  spitball  three 
times  out  of  four,  and  she  can  whisper  loud  enough 
to  be  understood  in  Jericho.  But,  not  wishing  to  be 
unreasonable,  still  I  should  like  to  have  her  spell 
door  without  an  '  e.'  I've  always  been  used  to 
seem  it  spelled  that  way  and— well,  I'm  kind  of  old- 
fashioned,  anyway." 

.J^T  J"'^  "  '^'ff<=«"^'=  (  opinion  concerning 
Miss  Seabury's  successor.  A  portion  of  the  towns- 
people were  for  hiring  a  graduate  of  the  State  Nor- 
mal School,  a  young  woman  with  modern  training. 
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Othe«,  remembering  that  Miss  Seabury  had  gradu 

candidate  in  the  person  of  a  Miw  PhS.  n  ' 

pneus  SmaJley,  clerk  at  the  store     "  n^  >-. 

our  teachin-  to  be  abreast':;r  times'^::     "    WeT 

mouth  abreast  of  a»;,thing?  "  '' 

up  so  h1  h.H  ^  °"'  r,'  '«'■"'"  ^'^''x^^-  i'  """"d-d 
he  could  A„H  '"  T ""^  '"'■ ''"  ^'"■'W'''"'  best 
that  she'     li^  T'*'"'     ^^''  ^'''="  'he  hinted 

me,  I_l^.       '   ''"'  °"'  ^^'"'      Now  you   hear 
"  ^'  Tk  '°  u ''"  ""' '"  ^^'^'^''''  Simpson,  who 
seems  to  me,  fellers,  that  we'd  better  wait 

what  Mr.  Atkins  has  to  say  in  this  matTeT 
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I  guess  that's  what  the  committee  '11  do,  anyhow. 
We  wouick  t  want  to  go  contrary  to  Heman.  none 
of  us;  hey?" 

"  Tad  "  Simpson  was  known  to  be  deep  in  Con- 
gressman Atkins's  confidence.  The  mention  of  the 
great  man  s  name  was  received  with  reverence  and 
nods  of  approval. 

"  That's  right.  We  mustn't  do  nothin'  to  dis- 
please Heman,"  was  the  general  opinio.n. 

Captain  Cy  did  not  join  the  chorus.  He  refilled 
nis  pipe  and  crossed  his  legs. 

"Humph!  "he  grunted.     "  Heman  Atkins  seems 

to  be—    Give  me  a  match,  Ase,  won't  you?    Thanks 

I  understand  there's  a  special  prayer  meetin'  at  the 

church  to-morrow  night,  Alpheus.    What's  it  for?  " 

i^or?     Mr.  Smalley  seemed  surprised.    "  It's  to 

well  s  I  do.  Am't  everybody's  garden  dryin'  up  and 
the  ponds  so  low  that  we  shan't  be  able  to  get  water 
for  the  cranberry  ditches  pretty  soon  ?  There's  need 
to  pray,  I  should  think  I  " 

"  Humph  I  Seems  a  roundabout  way  of  gettin'  a 
thmg,  don  t  it?  Why  don't  you  telegraph  to  Heman 
and  ask  him  to  fix  it  for  you  ?    Save  time." 

This  remark  was  received  in  horrified  silence.  Tad 
aimpson  was  the  first  to  recover. 

Mirl  ^''^"'l  *"  "''^'  "  y°"  ^'"''  ""='  Mr.  Atkins  yet. 
When  you  do,  you'll  feel  same  as  the  rest  of  us.    He's 
comm'  home  next  week;  then  you'll  see." 
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the  following  w«lc   =.  ^"^  """«=  '°  B^yport 

to  remain  in  the  mansion  on  tt  S  r  ''''  ""' 
The  big  house  was  opened   fh?  »  "*""*'  '""«=• 

"fulgent  bloom,    helZ/^'  ''°"'  "™»  ''""t  into 

«  coat  of  black  pintJnThtT  ""'  "'''"''^'1  -* 
^ide.     Bayport  sat  1       .  '"*,"°"  ^'"'^  ^«  «wung 

Phinney  waHn  h^rgLV  ""'"•     ^"«^''"' 

-Iplartt-^.^;^^^^^^  -^  Mr.  Atkins 

captain  and  his  twJl^  haj  tf  '"""'■"•  ^''^ 
progress  made  by  the  carnen.  ''""'"''?<=«'"?  the 
over  the  new  fence  th!"^"  ""'^  '"^''^  '""=ng 
Pa'-nted.  Down"t";  g  aveltrr/'t^^  ""'  ^" 
across  the  road  came  sfroilin„   .  *"  '"''"*'°" 

»ide-whiskered,  benignant    "^    '  '"'""'  ^'"^"''''"^'l. 

"  Godfrey  1"  exclaimed  Asaph    "  Th..  -    u 
See  him,  Whit  ?  "  ^"P"-      1  here  s  Heman. 

''  l~i  io  tf  "•   .'"""  '°  ''^  '""din-  this  way  " 

Mr.  Bangs'^"  ?.t:,\  irr; -7-"  wh.sp:^d 

^-  won't  mind  if  ;«„   'in'tH       T'  ''"='^''='>''  ^y- 

"Won'the?     TW'!        r'.'**"P-'' 
thf  ^,c.  T  ^"ats  comforth'.     Well    vu  a 

''  "-  '  -  without  stimulants,  as  the  doll  "a^: 
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BaJeT?'^' "  '"^  ^'^  ""''  ^""  ""'«'  "'^'  "'"  y°"' 

Mr  Tidditt  removed  his  hat.    Bailey  touched  his 

Capu.  Cy  looked  provokingly  indigent;  he  evt 

"Good  mornin',  Mr.  Atkins,"  hailed  the  town 
cler^.  ra,s,ng  his  voice  because  of  the  whistle.    'Tm 

LTaP  r/°"  •'"''''  ^-"""^  "^>  »»■•  Hope  yo" 
and  Ahca  had  a  nice  time  out  West.  How  is  shl^ 
pretty  smart?  "  *  '"^^ 

Hi!n  ^'''i^V?'"''^  =*  ^'='"'J'  congressional  smile 
He  approached  the  group  by  the  fence  and  extended 

"Ah,   Asaph  I"  he  said;   "it  is  you   then?     I 

SSt"-     ^"\«t^''°°-     I^  ''certain;  di 
hghtful  to  see  you  both  .gain.    Yes,  my  daughter  is 

back  m  the  old  home  nest  after  the  round  of  hotel 
hfe^and^gayety  which  we  have-er_rece„tly  und;;. 

Captam  Cy,  who  had  stopped  whistling  and  was  re 

t'e^SS  at  '^'""  '"  """'  whiskers'with  an  Z 
terested  air,  I  want  to  make  you  acquainted  with 
your  new  neighbor.  You  used  to  know  him  when 
you  was  a  boy,  but— but— er     Mr    \1  l-    ■ 

Captain  CyrusVhittakerTrt^s  is  Co'nl     '  " 
Atkins.    YouVe  heard  us  speak  ^f'Ll^""^'"^'"^" 
ihe  great  man  started. 
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t.l.r?"  '     •   ""  Pl>l""«  C,n»  Whie. 

"Well,   Weill"   he  cried      "r 
lighfed  to  ^velcome  you  bli;  '""''    ^   ""    '^^■ 

-rcely   have    known   yo'        Z"'  "'  .i  "'"'"''' 
much  older."  ^  "^"^   *''*'   older— yes, 

staneTwi/n  ':;:  T°"  °^  '"='•  ^  ^^^^  ^°  what  you 
Don't  need  an;  Nl':,r^»  ^^"^  --e  oiler. 

sum  for  us.    Tm  wZ,;        ^'"^"''^  '°  "^^  ^''^^ 
as.old  as  you  a«  H  "."^  "'«'''  y"""  °f  bein' 

be  sold  for'^ear- '  '"'  '""^  ''''*'«  '°°  »«'q"e  to 

^{■/"f'T  '^"'^''^  'he  subject. 
''^^«at?e"i;C;-^^^^ 

fewTethil'^SldrJs  l'^"^'  ''"'  ^""'"'  •'-'^  » 
YouVegota  fairivroom  '°  '°°''  comf'uble. 

t— er— I    should    suppose    you 
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wouldjnd    it    rather    expensive.      Can    you-do 

he  "J""'  I  w  "'^"^^  ''•  ""'"''  y°"-  Maybe  there'll 
be  enough  left  m  the  stockin'  to  buy  a  few  knick 
knacks  for  the  yard.    You  can't  tell  " 

The  captain  glanced  at  the  iron  dogs  guarding  the 
Atkmsgate.    H.s  tone  was  rather  sharp 

Yes  yes,  certainly ;  certainly ;  of  course.    It  gives 
me  much  pleasure  to  have  you  as  a  neighbor.    I  Lve 

you  allowed  .t_even  when  it  was  ruost-er-run 
down,  ,f  you'll  excuse  the  term.  I  always  felt  a  lik- 
ing for  It  and '■  ' 

.  ''^"'"  ^''  'he  significant  interruption.  "I 
judged  you  must  have,  from  what  I  heard  " 

This  was  steering  dangerously  close  to  the  select- 
men and  ^he  contemplated  "sale  for  taxes."  The 
town  clerk  broke  in  nervously. 

S  ^':  ^'^"t"  ^'  '"'''■  "  '^"'''  hwn  consider'ble 
aU^  m  town  about  who's  to  be  teacher  downstairs 
th.s  comm-  year.  We've  sort  of  chawed  it  over 
among  us,  but  naturally  we  wanted  your  opinion. 
What  do  you  thmk?  I'm  kind  of  lean'n'  toward  the 
Uawes  woman,  myself." 

The  Congressman  cleared  his  throat. 

"  Far  be  it  from  me,"  he  said,  « to  speak  except 
as  a  mere  member  of  our  little  community,  an  ordi- 
nary member  but,  as  such  a  member,  with  the  welfare 
of  my  birthpla.    very  near  and  dear  to  me,  I  confess 
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the  purpose  by  ouTere'?''  '"""'""r  P'^^'d^^  for 

-r-personTXurdrZr'a'n/'^  ?r  ^ 
her  way,  but—well—or  "  7  '^  "'^  "P^'''^  '" 
is  not  Bayport  ,.^'-^'  ^°^  that  Wellmouth 

''erSrr;S:,:;-«7-.o„.eaIth"had 

«s  at  our  Fourth-o    Tui;  .^K'"'"""^'°"^'°'hn'l 

."-Hies.-    Twot^lf^t^^rir/"'  ^-""^^ 
impressed.    Asanh  lr,„t  ^  ^*'  ^^""^  ^'S'ljly 

he  -rrenderfd  gtcei  r  ""^'^"-'  ""' 

,    "That's  so  ■■Ve^aS'  "  tE°s7''°'"- 

I  hadn't  thought  of  that."  '  "'"  *  '^'  *^y  ? 

"  What's  so  ?  "  askpH  »!,» 

"W»,         ^       ^*''ed  the  captain. 

"Sx^^;^tlver""'^^''-'• 

"  Y«.    Well   T-n,  „,  /     .^""'5'  ">''"  "part." 
elusive,   Mrik  „T  '  I    '°  '"'■  ^°"  P"^  ''-  co„- 
wouldn'tdo.    mZ'   Yes""  "'  "°"  '''='*  ^''-''e 

Mr.  Atkins  buttoned  the  fr^^v 
to  go.  ^"^  ^'^°<^''  coat  and  turned 

"Good  day,  gentlemen,"  he  said      "r 

he  a  frequent  caller     Run  in  nV  ""  ^^^  ^'" 

do  not  stand  upon  cereZ';.?"  "  "  ^"^  ^™^-    ^"J' 

No,"  sa,d  Captaincy  shortly,"  I  wt" 
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"That's  right.    That's  right.    Good  morning." 
He  walked  briskly  down  the  hill.    The  trio  gazed 
after  him. 

"Well,"  sighed  Mr.  Tidditt.  "That's  settled. 
And  It  s  a  comfort  to  know  'tis  settled.  Still  I  did 
kind  of  want  Phoebe  Dawes;  but  of  course  Heman 
knows  best." 

"Course  he  knows  best  I  "snapped  Bailey.  "Ain't 
he  the  biggest  gun  in  this  county,  pretty  nigh?  I'd 
hke  to  know  who  is  if  he  ain't.  The  committee  '11 
tail  the  Normal  School  girl  now,  and  a  good  thine, 
too."  *' 

Captain  Cy  was  still  gazing  at  the  dignified  form 

of  the     biggest  gun  in  the  county." 

"  Let's  see,"  he  asked.     "  Who's  on  the  school 

committee?    Eben  Salters,  of  course,  and " 

"Yes.     Eben's  chairman  and  he'll  vote  Phtcbe 

anyhow;  he's  that  pig-headed  that  nobody— not  even 

a  United  States  Representative— could  change  him. 

But  Darius  Ellis  '11  be  for  Heman's  way  and  so  '11 

Lemuel  Myrick. 

''  Lemuel  Myrick?  Lem  Myrick,  the  painter?  " 
''  Sartm.  ^  There  ain't  but  one  Myrick  in  town." 
"  Hum  I  "  murmured  the  captain  and  was  silent 

for  some  minutes. 

urTf""  f  ^°°'  committee  met  on  the  following 
Wednesday  evening.  On  Thursday  morning  a 
startlmg  rumor  spread  throughout  Bayport.  Phoebe 
Dawes  had  been  called,  by  a  vote  of  two  to  one,  to 
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aIh  ""'"  *  *''^  *"*«=  ^"-"e  '"  this  momin'?  " 
Asaph    somewhat  embarrassed  by  the  presence  of 

ashamed  of  it"  ^ -^'^'^  f°r  her,  and  I  ain't 

''  But— but  Mr.  Atkins,  he " 

'Well,  Heman  ain't  on  the  committee  is  he?  T 
vote  the  way  I  think  right,  and  no  oneTn  hi'  town 
can  change  me  Anyway,"  he  added.  "  I'm  goin^T^ 
res,gn  next  spring.  Yes,  Cap'n  Whittaker  I  7w„k 
three  coats  of  white  '11  do  on  ?he  sides  here,'  "' 

Capt^n'^y'"'"  His'°  ""'  P""'"'  ^'"'^•"  -P'--'! 
so^;.  tSothe^^CbJ?^^^^^^^  - 

and  spoke  with  conviction.  ^ 

"Whit,"  he  said,  "you're  the  one  responsible  for 
the  committee's  hirin'  Phoebe  Dawes      You  nff     a 
Lem  the  paintin'  job  if  he'd  vote  for  her     W^ 
you  do  U  for?    You  don't  know  her,  do  you?  " 
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"  Never  set  eyes  on  her  in  my  life." 

the  other  one.    What  made  you  do  it  ?  " 

Captain  Cy  grinned. 

"  Ase  "  he  said.  "  I've  always  been  a  great  hand 
fortrym  experiments.  Had  one  of  my  cooks  aboard 
put  raisms  m  the  flapjacks  once,  just  to  see  what  they 
tasted  hke.  I  judged  Heman  had  had  his  own  way 
in  this  town  for  thirty  odd  year.  I  kind  of  wanted 
to  see  what  would  haopen  if  he  didn't  have  it  " 
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CHAPTER    IV 

BAILEY   BANGS'S   EXPERIMENT 

LEMUEL  MYRICK-S  painting  jobs  have  the 
^  quality  so  pr.zed  by  our  village  small  boys  in 
the  species  of  candy  called  "  jaw  breakers  " 
namely,  that  of  "  lasting  long."    But  even  Le"  1';^ 

Whittaker  place  was  ready  for  occupancy.    The  pic- 
tures  were  m  their  places  on  the  waL,  the  old  fash 
-oned  furniture  filled  the  rooms,  there  was  even  a  n He 
of  old  magazines    back  numbers  of  Godey"  Lad'  ' 
Book  on  the  shelf  i„  the  sitting  room  closet  ^ 

Ihen,  when  Captain  Cy  had  notified  Mrs   Banirs 

onl'^nlr  '""""^  '"^^^  ^°"'''  shelter  hSn'o 

Whit,      said  Asaph    earnestly,    "you've    sarfin 

-de  the  place  rise  up  out  of  its  tomb /you  W^ 

It  s  a  miracle,  pretty  nigh,  and  I  cal'late  it  must  have 

thlLlT  'y7°"'^^  '""^ '-' "-  ^'^^^^^ 

a7  alone     wJ      '°<  ""''  '"^  '"  ''»''  «-«'  ''°-' 
ail  alone.     Who  s  goin'  to  cook  for  you,  and  sweeo 

and  dust,  and  swab  decks,  and  one  thing  aW? 
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You'll  have  to  have  a  housekeeper,  as  I  told  you 
that?"   '**"■  '  ^°"   '*"""   ""y  "''"'''"'   "I'""' 

..  ^!i'^u,"",  ,""""'"•  '"""'"^  ^''  P'P«  ^^"'n  his  lips. 
«ared  blankly  at  his  friend,  and  answered : 

By  the  b,g  dipper.  Ase.  I  ain't!  I  remember  we 
d>d  menfon  ,t  but  I've  been  so  busy  gettin'  this  craft 
ott  the  ways  that  I  forgot  all  about  it." 

The  discussion  which  followed  Mr.  Tidditt's  re- 
minder was  long  and  serious.  Asaph  and  Bailey 
Bangs  racked  their  brains  and  offered  numerous  sug- 

feceived  ""^""'^  °^  "*"'  '^'''  ""'  favorably 

"There's  Matildy  Tripp."  said  Bailey.  "She'd 
.ke  the  ,0b,  I'm  sartin.  She's  a  widow,  too,  and  she's 
had  expenence  keepin'  house  along  of  Tobias,  him 
hat  was  her  husband.  But.  if  you  do  hire  her,  don't 
et  Ketury  know  I  h.nted  at  it,  'cause  we're  goin'  to 
ose  one  boarder  when  you  quit,  and  that's  too  many, 
cordm'  to  the  old  lady's  way  of  thinkin'."  ^ 

You  can   keep   Matildy,    for  all   me."   replied 
he  captam  decdedly.     '•  Come-Outer  religion's  all 
nght.  for  those  that  have  that  kind  of  appetite,  but 
havm    ,t  passed  to  me  three  times  a  day"  same  as 
1  ve  had  It  at  your  house,  is  enough;  I  don't  hanker 

M  .'u  "  r"^'^  °^"  '"'^""  "•"•'■    "  I  shipped 
Matddy  aboard  here  she  and  the  Reverend  Daniels 
would  stand  over  me,  watch  and  watch,  till  I  was 
converted  or  crazy,  one  or  the  other." 
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"  Well,  there's  Angie.    She " 

-•"Baiit '  "rh"''  ^" ''"''"■   "  ''°P  y°-  i'^^' 

in  ,^  Bailey.    This  is  a  serious  matter." 

1  wan't  jokin'.    What " 

"There!   there!   boys,"   interrupted  the  captain- 
don  t  fight.    Bailey  didn't  mean  to  joke,  Ase  •  he's' 
full  of  what  the  papers  call  '  uncor^cioL  hLmor.'  I'l 
g.ve  in  that  Angie  is  about  as  serious  a  matter  a    I 

so  fur  we  haven  t  gained  any  knots  to  speak  of.    Any 
more  candidates  on  your  mind?  "  ^ 

More  possibilities  were  mentioned,  but  none  of 
^hem  seemed  to  fill  the  bill.  The  conference  broke  up 
without  arriving  at  a  decision.  Mr.  Bangs  and  the 
town  clerk  walked  down  the  hill  together 

Do  you  know,  Bailey,"  said  Asaph,  "the  way 
Ilook  at  It,  this  pickin'  out  a  housekee'p^r  for  vS 

a^[h-,  1-7      P  "'""=  ^'^"  ^"''^i"'  ''i'her  and  yon 
all  his  life.    I'm  sort  of  scarea  that  he'll  get  tired  o! 
Bayport  and  quit  if  things  here   don't   go  to   sui 
him.     Now  If  a   real  good  nice  woman-     nl 

;S"""'   "^~""  '°  "^"P  ''--    for  him 
"Well?" 

such  woll'/  '"""-'''^*  ''''  don't  you  s'pose  if  some 
such  woman  as  that  was  to  be  found  for  the  job  he 

might  in  time  come  to  like  her  and_and-er- " 

Ase  Tidditt,  what  are  you  drivin'  at?  " 
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.f  ^"!- ,  ^,''"  "^^  y°«  think  of  the  idea?  •' 

"  Yes,  he  is  now,  I  s'pose,  but " 

have  yo^?'"  "  '''°"'  ""^'"'^    N^-^  'ried  it. 

"Course  I  ain't!    You  know  I  ain't. " 
thin«:,i/;tasyo?.^"^''^^^^^-^-^--h 

bod'yWiritJL""  "^^  '  -■•"•  »>-  Every- 
He  stopped  in  the  middle  of  the  sentence. 

sharpT"'  '''''"  '"^^'''^''  "-^  --Panion, 
"  Nothin';  nothin'.    /  don't  care;  I  was  only  try- 

■n    to  fix  things  comf'table  for  Whit.     Has  Hem7n 

e'     ZnZ  ^T'  ^.'"""^  appropriation  seTc 
he^s    been    home?      I    haven't   heard    of   it   if   he 

Mr.  Bangs's  answer  was  a  grunt,  signifying  a  nega- 
.ve^    Congressman  Atkins  had  been,  since  h^  return 
to  Bayport,  exceedingly  noncommittal  concerning  Z 
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appropriation.     To  Tad  Simpwn  and  a  very  few 

?::^eSrn-S"T^::fi^^ 

fhangc  of  attitude,  fo,  at  the  iegi„r.o  *""':'"' 
just  pa«ed,  he  had  affiled  that  he "asM  ^    :™ 

The  job  s  m  a,  good  hands  as  can  be,  ■..  v  h -fs  \l-r 
use  of  our  worryin'  ?  "  - 

Bailey  Bangs  certainly  was  not  t.    M  .A 
score;  but  the  ten  clerk^  proposal  tha     V  '  "    "' 

contradict  Keturah.  '    '  ''"'"'  '^'"'^ 

New 'SrJeanr''""  °^  ""'^  ^°^''«'=  ^'  ^^•'■n  ^oy  to 

he  was  no    ";  1  T''^'  "''"''  ^""^'""'^  hin,  that 
was  not  meant  for  a  seaman.  Mr.  Bangs  had  nev  r 
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cZ  ''"r"AT  '"'"  ""'^"^  '^'""K^  th'"  Boston. 
Captam  Cy  had  been  almost  everywhere  and  seen 

Brit     uu\r   '^'  P'*^"*  '■"''i'l^  °f  the  5.ypo« 

ifr.«.  all  ho  low.    Bailey  had  figured  that,  when  the 

fixm    over"  was  ended,  the  Cy  Wh^ttaker  r,Url 

wodd  be  for  hi.  a  delightful  havJn  Jr  "g    /ht^ 

d  zri?b'-  '""^  °"  '''  '"™'^"-'  -°'^«  -' 
thri^lJ       i!      ,'"^  P°"""'^  "P°"'  b^  entertained  and 
hnlled  w,th  tales  of  adventure  afloat  and  ashore, 
and  even  express  h,s  own  opinion,  when  he  had  any 

ca!   citer"  "'  '""'  ^°""  °'  =•  '^'=^-''°-  A-'^- 
And  now  Asaph  Tidditt,  who  should  know  better 
even  though  he  was  a  bachelor,  wante.l  to  bring  a 

rouldrs-1     ^''"^t'  ""  ^  P^''^  domestic  w'ho 
could  be  silenced,  or  discharged,  if  she  b  .came  a  nui- 

sance,^buta  .,fel    Bailey  guessed  not;  not  if  he  could 

keetrW^'''  ^wake  nights  thinking  of  possible  house- 
keepers for  Captam  Cy,  and  carefully  rejecting  all 
those  possessmg  dangerous  attractions  of  any  kind 
Each  mornmg,  after  breakfast,  he  ran  over  the  list 

pt:'"  sr-  ?'^'"« -- '''-  A-pH  was  i: 

Pies  nt.     Captam  Cy,  who  was  very  busy  with  the 

tSz;:C"^''^--°'^^°--^i^^on;^ 

me'nlw  "■' I' '"'•  ^'^ '  'i  ^"^  "''^-    "  D°"''  Mother 

me  now.    I  ve  got  other  things  on  my  mind.    How 
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this  IZ  "xheirLr  d 't  7"; ' '"""  - 

and "  ^""  ""'^  °'*1  ^"''y  Penniman, 

;;  But  the  housekeeper,  Cyl     Don't  you  see " 

^^^  H,re   one   yourself,    then.      You   kno.  L;    I 

le^nn^Zl'r-''''     Do  you  .ean  you',, 
felL^"''"'    ^^'""'°-    «""=«long.  that's  a  good 

He  departed  hurriedly.    Mr.  Bangs  scratched  his 
head.    A  we,ghty  responsibility  had  been  laid  upon 

tru!fkra7puTatL^td'^r^'^  ''''''-  ^^'^ 
Webster  drL^tlo Tts  ot  er'st.T  xk  "/  ^^f 
-  the  perfect  boarding  house  teaffe^if'^S^ 

sai?  •' YoX  stt  '"''  ,''^'''"  ^'""^^-'"  ^''^ 
loure  such  a  manly  man    if  vn..'ii  - 

mysavn'so     I  ^nU      •  l    ■_  ^  ""  excuse 

with  7       ^^'       ^^  '^"''  '''"^  ^as  more  like  vou  " 

w.th  a  s.gn.ficant  glance  at  her  husband.    As  for  Mi'ss 
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Phinney,  she  might  have  been  saying  good-by  yet  if 
the  captain  had  not  excused  himself. 

Asaph  accompanied  his  friend  to  the  house  on  the 
hill.  The  trunk  was  unloaded  from  the  wagon  and 
carried  into  the  bedroom  on  the  first  floor,  the  room 
which  had  been  Captain  Cy's  so  long  ago.  Gabe 
shrieked  at  Dan'l  Webster,  and  the  depot  wagon 
crawled  away  toward  the  upper  road. 

'  ^^°V°  """*  ""^  "P  ''■^'"'"  S'""'"Wed  the  driver. 
Not  that  anybody  ever  comes  on  it,  but  I  cal'late 
Im  s'posed  to  be  there.  Be  more  talk  than  a  little 
If  I  want  Git  dap,  Dan'l!  you're  slower'n  the 
moral  law.  ' 

"So  you're  goin'  to  do  your  own  cookin'  for  a 

fP..',,   ^        "'"""^"'^  ^'^P**'   ^  J'^lf  hour  later. 

.u  i  u^"'  "''''''  '^  S"*"^  ''^"'  fi"  y°«  can  find 
the  nght  housekeeper.  I  ain't  been  able  to  think  of 
one  that  would  suit  you  yet." 

"Nor  I  either.  Neither's  Bailey,  I  judge,  though 
for  a  while  he  was  as  full  of  suggestions  as  a  pine 
grove  IS  of  woodticks.  He  started  to  say  somethin' 
abojt  It  to  me  last  night,  but  Ketury  hove  in  sight 
and  yanked  him  off  to  prayer  meetin'." 

"  Yes,  I  know.  She  cal'lates  to  get  him  into 
heaven  somehow." 

"  I  guess  'twouldn't  be  heaven  for  her  unless  he 
was  round  to  pick  at.  There  he  comes  now.  How'd 
he  get  out  of  wipin'  dishes?" 

Mr.  Bangs  strolled  into  the  yard. 
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"  Hello  I  "  he  hailed.    "  I  was  on  my  way  to  Sim- 
n^ons  s  on  an  errand  and  I  thought  I'd  stop  i  a  m," 
ute.    Got  somethin'  to  tell  you,  Whit  " 

"All  right.    Overboard  with  it  1  '  It  won't  keen 
long  this  hot  weather."  ^ 

Bailey  smiled  knowingly.    "  Didn't  I  hear  the  ud 
tram  wh.stle  as  I  was  comin'  along?"  he  asked 
Seems  to  me  I  did.    Yes;  well,  if  I  ai„-t  M.n 
cTra::r'-'^"-i"-    Somehodyfof^: 

"  Somebody  for  mc  ?  " 

canaVe"'l5"'"J     ^  ""  ^'"'""^  ^'  *^'P'''"^«d  -■  I 
cal  late  and  when  you  says  to  me:  '  Bailey,  you  get 

jne  a  housekeeper,'  I  didn't  lose  much  tim;'  I  |ot 
Mr.  Tidditt  gasped. 

^.hlH^'J'fl^"''^'''"^-     "Got  who?     Got 

what?    Badey  Bangs,  what  in  the  world  have " 

Belay,  Asel"  ordered  Captain  Cy.     "Bailey 

what  are  you  givin'  us  ?  "  ^' 

''Givin'  you  a  housekeeper,  and  a  good  one,  too 

I  shouldn't  wonder.     She  may  not  be  one  of  th^ 

e„-thousand-dollar  prize  museum  beauties"  wS" 

ornful  wmk  at  Asaph,  "  but  if  what  I  h  ar"    ue 

she  can  keep  house.    Anyhow  she's  kept  one  for  forty 

odd  year.     Her  name's  Deborah  Eeasley,   she's  a 

w.dow  over  to  East  Trumet,  and  if  I  don't  mis   mv 

gues^^she's  m  the  depot  wagon  now  headed"  tSI 
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Captain  Cy  whistled.     Mr.  Tidditt  was  too  much 
surprised  to  do  even  that. 

"  I  was  speakin-  to  the  feller  that  drives  the  candy 
cart,    continued  Bailey,  "  and  I  asked  him  if  he'd  run 
acrost  anybody,  durin'  his  trips  'round  the  country, 
who  d  be  likely  to  hire  out  for  a  housekeeper.     He 
thought  a  spell  and  then  named  over  some.    Among 
em  was  this  Beasley  one.    I  asked  some  more  ques- 
tions and,  the  answers  bein'  satisfactory  to  me,  though 
they  might  not  be  to  some  folks—"  another  derisive 
wink  at  Asaph—"  I  set  down  and  wrote  her,  tellin' 
what  you'd  pay,  Cy,  what  she'd  have  to  do,  and  when 
shed  have  to  come.    Saturday  night  I  got  a  letter, 
saym   terms  was  all  right,  and  she'd  be  on  hand  by 
this  mornm's  train.    Course  she's  only  on  trial  for  a 
month,  but  you  had  to  have  somebody,  and  the  candv- 

cart  feller  said " 

The  town  clerk  slapped  his  knee. 
"  Debby  Beasley!  "  he  cried.     "  I  know  who  she 
■si     1  ve  got  a  cousin  in  Trumet.     Debby  Beasley! 
Aunt  Debby,  they  call  her.    Why!  she's  old  enough 

to  be  Methusalem's  grandmarm,  and " 

"  If  I  recollect  right,"  interrupted  Bailey,  with 
dignity,  Cy  never  said  he  wanted  a  young  woman 
-a  frivolous,  giddy  critter,  always  riggin'  up  and 
chasm  the  fellers.  He  wanted  a  sot,  sober  house- 
keeper. 

"Godfrey!     Aunt  Debby  ain't  frivolous!     She 
couldn  t  chase  a  lame  clam— and  catch  it.    And  deef ! 
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Godfrey-Scissors  I  she's  deefer  '„  one  of  them  cast- 
■ron  Newfoundlands  in  Heman's  yard!  Do  you 
mean  to  say,  Bailey  Bangs,  that  you  went  ahead,  on 
your  own  hook,  and  hired  that  old  relic  to '• 

Yon  \^U  ^"^  ll'f  ""^  authority,  didn't  I,  Whit? 
You^told  mc  you'd  leave  it  in  my  hands,  now  didn't 

The    captain    smiled    somewhat    ruefullv     and 
scratched  his  head.     "  Why,  to  be  honest,  Bailey   I 
beheve  I  d,d,"  he   admitted.     "Still,   I  Lardrex 
pected  -  HumphI  is  she  deef,  as  Ase  says?  "   ' 

.•  ^"^^'"i^"'^  '^^''  ^  ""'^  'n't^  bard  of  hearin'  " 
rephed  Mr.  Bangs,  with  dignity;  "  but  that  ain't  a^y 
drawback,  the  way  I  look  at  it.  Fact  is,  I'd  call  it 
an  advantage,  but  you  folks  seem  to  be  hard  to  please. 
I  nether  .mag.ned  you'd  thank  me  for  gettin'  her,  but 
Is  pose  that  was  too  much  to  expect.  All  right,  pitch 
her  out!  Don't  mind  my  feelin'sl  Poor  homeless 
critter  comin'  to -"  ""leiess 

"  Homeless! '■   repeated   Asaph.      "What's  that 
Home.""  "  ^'  ""''  ™""'"'  '^'  O^'^  Woman's 

_'Well,  well!"  observed  the  captain  resignedly. 

1  here  s  no  use  >n  rowin'  about  what  can't  be  helped 
Ba,ley  says  he  shipped  her  for  a  month's  trial,  and 
h  re  comes  the  cepot  wagon  now.  That's  her  on  the 
aft  thwar,  I  judge.  She  ain't  what  you'd  call  a 
sprmg  pullet,  is  she!"  "  ^ 

She  certainly  was  not.    The  occupant  of  the  depot 
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wagon's  rear  seat  was  a  thin,  not  to  say  scraggy,  fe- 
male, wearing  a  black,  beflowered  bonnet  and  a  black 
gowm  A  black  knit  shawl  was  draped  about  her 
shoulders  and  she  wore  spectacles. 

"  Whoal  •'  commanded  Mr.  Lumley,  piloting  the 
depot  wagon  to  the  side  door  of  the  Whittaker  house. 
Uan  I  Webster  came  to  anchor  immediately.  Gabe 
turned  and  addressed  his  passenger. 

"Here  we  be  I  "he  shouted. 

"  Hey?  "  observed  the  lady  in  black. 

'Here-we-bel-  repeated  Gabe,  raising  his 
voice.  * 

"See?    See  what?" 

"Oh,  heavens  to  Betsey!  I'm  gettin'  the  croup 
fromhowhn'.  l-szy-here-^e~be!  Get  out! '• 
He  accompanied  the  final  bellow  with  an  express- 
ive pantomime  indicating  that  the  passenger  was  ex- 
pected to  ahght.  She  seemed  to  understand,  for  she 
opened  the  door  of  the  carriage  and  slowly  de- 
scended.   Mr.  Ban^s  advanced  to  meet  her 

"  How  d'ye  do,  Mrs.  Beasley  I  "  he  said.    "  Glad 
to  see  you  all  safe  and  sound." 

Mrs.  Beasley  shook  his  hand;  hers  were  covered 
as  far  as  the  knuckles,  by  black  mitts. 

"How  d'ye  do,  Cap'n  Whittaker?"  she  said,  in 
a  shrill  voice.    "  You  pretty  smart?  " 
Bailey  hastened  to  explain. 

"I  ain't  Cap'n  Whittaker,"  he  roared.     "I'm 
Bailey  Bangs,  the  one  that  wrote  to  you  " 
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"Hey?" 

Mr.  Lumley  and  Asaph  chuckled.    Bailey  colored 
and  tried  again. 

"  I  ain't  the  cap'n,"  he  whooped.    "  Here  he  is— 
here  I  " 

He  led  her  over  to  her  prospective  employer  and 
tapped  the  latter  on  the  chest. 

"How  d'ye  do,  sir?  "  said  the  housekeeper.  "  I 
don  t  know's  I  just  caught  your  name." 

In  five  minutes  or  so  the  situation  was  made  rea- 
son.-,bly  clear.  Mrs.  Beasley  then  demanded  her 
trunk  and  carpet  bag.  The  grinning  Lumley  bore 
them  mto  the  house.  Then  he  drove  away,  still  grin- 
nmg.     Bailey  looked  fearfully  at  Captain  Cy. 

"  She  is  kind  of  hard  of  hearin',  ain't  she>  "  he 
said  reluctantly.     "  You  remember  I  said  she  was." 
The  captain  nodded. 

"Yes,"  he  answered,  "you're  a  truth-tellin'  chap, 
Bailey,  1 11  say  that  for  you.  You  don't  exaggerate 
your  statements." 

"  Hard  of  hearin' !  "  snapped  Mr.  Tidditt  "  If 
the  last  trump  ain't  a  steam  whistle  she'll  miss  Judg- 
ment Day.  I'll  stop  into  Simmons's  on  my  way  along 
and  buy  you  a  bottle  of  throat  balsam,  Cy;  you're 
goin'  to  need  it." 

The  captain  needed  more  than  throat  balsam  dur- 
ing the  fortnight  which  followed.     The  widow  Beas- 
ley s  deafness  was  not  her  only  failing.     In  fact  she 
was  altogether  a  failure,  so  far  as  her  housekeeping 
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wa,  concerned.  She  could  cook,  after  a  fashion,  but 
the  fashion  was  so  limited  that  even  the  bill  of  fare 
at  the  perfect  boarding  house  looked  tempting  in 
retrospect. 

"Baked  beans  again,  Cyl"  exclaimed  Asaph, 
dropping  m  one  evening  i^er  supper.  "  Tain't 
aaturday  night  so  soon,  is  it?  " 

"  No,"  was  the  dismal  rej-.., .,,.  "  It's  Tuesday, 
>f  my  almanac  ain't  out  of  y.  k:c.  But  we  had  beans 
Saturday  and  they  ain't  all  gone  yet,  so  I  presume 
well  have  em  till  the  last  one's  swallowed.  Aunt 
Webby  s  got  what  the  piece  in  the  Reader  used  to 
call  a  frugal  mind.'  She  don't  intend  to  waste  any- 
thing  Last  Thursday  I  spunked  up  courage  enough 
to  yell  for  salt  fish  and  potatoes— fixed  up  with  pork 
scraps  you  know,  same's  we  used  to  have  when  I 
was  a  boy  We  had  'em  all  right,  and  if  beans  of  a 
Saturday  hadn't  been  part  of  her  religion  we'd  be 

'TnT'"x  *""  "P  J^*-  J  '°°^  in  a  cat  for  company 
tother  day,  but  the  critter's  run  away.  To  see  it  look 
at  the  beans  m  its  saucer  and  then  at  me  was  pitiful; 
J  telt  like  handin  myself  over  to  the  Cruelty  to  Ani- 
mals folks." 

"  Is  she  neat?  "  inquired  Mr.  Tidditt. 

"  I  don't  know.     I  guess  so-K,n  the  installment 
plan.    It  takes  her  a  week  to  scrub  up  the  kitchen,  and 
then  one  end  of  it  is  so  dirty  she  has  to  begin  again 
Consequently  the  dust  is  so  thick  in  the  rest  of  the 
house  that  I  can  see  my  tracks.    If  'twan' 
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the  season  I'd  plant  garden  stuff  in  the  parlor— nice 
soil  and  lots  of  shade,  with  the  curtains  down." 

From  the  rooms  in  the  rear  came  the  words  of  a 
gospel  hymn  sung  in  a  tremulous  soprano  and  at  con- 
cert  pitch. 

"  Music  with  my  meals,  just  like  a  high-toned  res- 
taurant,"  commented  Captain  Cy. 

"  But  what  makes  her  sing  so  everlastin'  loudl  " 
"Can't  hear  herself    f  she  don't.     I  could  stand 
her  deefness,  because  that's  an  affliction  and  we  may 

all  come  to  it ;  but " 

The  housekeeper,  still  singing,  entered  the  room 
and  planted  herself  in  a  chair. 

"Good  evenin',  Mr.  Tidditt,"  she  said,  smiling 
genially.    "  Nice  weather  we've  been  havin'." 

Asaph  nodded. 
^^   "Sociable  critter,  ain't  she  I  "  observed  the  captain. 
Always  willin'  to  help  entertain.    Comes  and  sets 
up  with  me  till  bedtime.     Tells  about  her  family 
troubles.     Preaches  about  her  niece  out  West,  and 
how  set  the  niece  and  the  rest  of  the  Western  rela- 
tions are  to  have  her  make  'em  a  visit.     I  told  her 
she  better  go— I  thought  'twould  do  her  good      I 
know  'twould  help  me  consider'ble  to  see  her  start. 
"  She's  got  so  now  she  finds  fault  with  my  neck- 
ties," he  added,  "  says  I  must  be  careful  and  not  get 
my  feet  wet.     Picks  out  what  I  ought  to  wear  so's 
I  won't  get  cold.    She'll  adopt  me  pretty  soon.    Oh 
Its  all  right  1     She  can't  hear  what  you  say.    Are 
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your  dishes  done?"  he  shrieked,  turning  to  the  old 
';One?     One   what?"   inquired    Mrs.   Beasley. 

he  ma  ter  of  the  house.  "She'll  stay  with  us  till 
th  last  gun  fires.  T'other  day  Angie  Phinney 
ca  led  and  I  turned  Debby  loose  on  hen  I  didn'[ 
believe  anything  could  wear  out  Angie's  talkin'  n"a 
c  mery  but  she  did  it.  Angeline  staged  twen^  2. 
"'«  and  then  quit,  hoan«  as  a  crow." 

m  dr!^r  '5'  "'i'^"^  ^"'""'^  '"  '^'  conversation,  evi- 

I    \[  dently  ,„d      ^he  impression  that  nothing  had  been 

aid  since  she  last  spoke.    Continuing  hef  favorab 
comments  on  the  weather  she  observed  that  she  wa 

folks  with  neuralgy  pains."  Her  brother's  wife's 
a.us,n  had  "neuralgy"  for  years,  and  she  described 
his  suffenngs  with  enthusiasm  and  infinite  detail. 
Mr.  Tidditt  answered  her  questions  verb-ally  at  first; 
later  by  nods  and  shakes  of  the  head.  Captain  fy 
fidgeted  in  his  chair.  ^        ^ 

"  Come  on  outdoor,  Ase,"  he  said  at  last.  "  No 
use  to  wait  till  she  runs  down,  'cause  she's  a  self- 
winder,  guaranteed  to  keep  goin'  for  a  year.  Good- 
n>ghtl  he  shouted,  addressing  Mrs.  Beasley.  and 
heading  for  the  door. 

''Where  you  goin'?"  asked  the  old  lady 
No      Yes.     Who  said  so?     Hooray!     Three 
cheers  for  Gen'ral  Scott!     Comeon.Asel"    And 
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the  captain,  seizing  his  friend  by  the  arm,  dragged 
him  mto  the  open  air,  and  slammed  the  door. 

"  Are  you  crazy?  "  demanded  the  astonished  town 
clerk.     "  What  makes  you  talk  like  that?  " 

"  Might  as  well.  She  wouldn't  understand  it  any 
better  if  'twas  Scripture,  and  it  saves  brain  work. 
The  only  satisfaction  I  get  is  bein'  able  to  give  my 
opmion  of  her  and  the  grub  without  hurtin'  her  feel- 
in's.  If  I  called  her  a  wooden-headed  jumpin'  jack 
she  d  only  smile  and  say  No,  she  didn't  think  'twas 
gom'  to  rain,  or  somethin'  just  as  brilliant." 

"Well,  why  don't  you  give  her  her  walkin' 
papers  ?  " 

"  I  shall,  when  her  month's  up." 

"  I  wouldn't  wait  no  month.  I'd  heave  her  over- 
board to-night.    You  hear  me  1  " 

Captain  Cy  shook  his  head. 

"  I  can't,  very  well,"  he  replied.  "  I  hate  to  make 
her  feel  too  bad.  When  the  month's  over  I'll  have 
some  excuse  ready,  maybe.  The  joke  of  it  is  that  she 
don't  really  need  to  work  out.  She's  got  some  money 
of  her  own,  owns  cranberry  swamps  and  I  don't  know 
what  all.  Says  she  took  up  Bailey's  offer  'cause  she 
cal'lated  I'd  be  company  for  her.  I  had  to  laugh, 
even  in  the  face  of  those  beans,  when  she  said  that.'' 
Humph  1  if  I  don't  tell  Bailey  what  I  think  of 

him,  then " 

"  No,  no  I     Don't  you  say  a  word  to  Bailey.     It's 
principally  on  his  account  that  I'm  tryin'  to  stick  it 
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out  for  the  month.  Bailey  did  his  best;  he  thought 
he  was  helpin'.  And  he  feels  dreadfully  because  she's 
so  deef.  Only  yesterday  he  asked  me  if  I  believed 
there  was  anything  made  that  would  fix  her  up  and 
make  it  more  comfortable  for  me.  I  could  have  pre- 
scribed a  shotgun,  but  I  didn't.  You  see,  he  thinks 
her  deefness  is  the  only  trouble ;  I  haven't  told  him  the 
rrst,  and  don't  you  do  it,  either.  Bailey's  a  good- 
hearted  chap." 

"  Humph !  his  heart  may  be  good,  but  his  head's 
gom'  to  seed.  I'll  keep  quiet  if  'twill  please  you, 
though." 

"Yes.  And,  see  here,  Asel  I  don't  care  to  be 
the  laughin'  stock  of  Bayport.  If  any  of  the  folks 
ask  you  how  I  like  my  new  housekeeper,  you  tell  'em 
there's  nothin'  like  her  anywhere.    That's  no  lie." 

So  Mrs.  Beasley  stayed  on  at  the  Whittaker  place 
and,  thanks  to  Mr.  Tidditt,  the  general  opinion  of  in- 
quisitive Bayport  was  that  the  new  housekeeper  was 
a  grand  success.  Only  Captain  Cy  and  Asaph  knew 
the  whole  truth,  and  Mr.  Bangs  a  part.  That  part, 
Deborah's  deafness,  troubled  him  not  a  little  and  he 
thought  much  concerning  it.  As  a  result  of  this 
thinking  he  wrote  a  letter  to  a  relative  in  Boston. 
The  answer  to  this  letter  pleased  him  and  he  wrote 
again. 

One  afternoon,  during  the  third  week  of  Mrs. 
Beasley's  stay,  Asaph  called  and  found  Captain  Cy 
in  the  sitting  room,  reading  the  Breeze.    The  captain 
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urged  his  friend  to  remain  and  have  supper.   "  We've 

run  out  of  beans,  Ase,"  he  exolaineH    '' ,.^ 
.      .  ,  .  '     "<=  explained,      and  are  just 

star  .„    ,„  on  a  course  of  boiled  cod.     Do  stay  and 

M     T  .;"  '^"'  """''  ^'  '°  '""^'^  '°  ^-ni  over." 
offh^I  'rr*^  '^'  '""''"'°"'  ^1^°  «  section 

thetcfdrsla?'"'''^^-^--^'^'"^^''^^'^-'' 

bhe  s  been  on  a  cru.se  down  town  somewheres  Be 
Jot^^of  sore  throats   in   that  direction   to-morrow 

The  town  clerk  looked  up. 

"There  now!  "  he  exclaimed.  "  I  believe  'twas 
so  bu;Td"H  v"  "'''  ^"'^^  '  ^P^"  ^«°-  I  thought 
Ho„7k  .  B«'!«y.,hey?     Humph!   this    is   serious. 

The  housekeeper  entered  the  dining  room.     She 

T/'T".^     ^'"'^'^  ^^"'^'"  ''"'  her  tone  was  more 
subdued  than  usual.   They  heard  her  setting  the  table! 

..  "°^  ^  '^^  g"t'"   along?  "  asked  Asaph. 
Progressm'  backwards,  same  as  ever.     She's  no 

"  WK  '°"'.'"''  '^'  '^"""^'^  8--  "P  hopes." 

"  When  you  gom'  to  tell  her  she  can  clear  ou'     "    . 

,  ^  ^^        u    '^'P'"""  ^y  h^'^  '•^'"'■"^d  to  his  p.    -r 
and  did  not  hear  the  question.  ' 

"  I  say  when  is  she  goin'  to  be  bounced?    Deef- 
ness  am't  catchin',  is  it?" 
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"  I  wouldn't  wonder  if  it  might  be.  If  'tis,  mine 
ought  to  be  developin'  fast.  What  maiies  her  so  still 
all  at  once?  " 

"  Gone  to  the  kitchen,  I  guess.  Wonder  she  hasn't 
sailed  in  and  set  down  with  us.  Old  chroma  I  You 
must  be  glad  her  month's  most  up?  " 

Asaph  proceeded  to  give  his  opinion  of  the  house- 
keeper, raising  his  voice  almost  to  a  howl,  as  his  in- 
dignation grew.  If  Mrs.  Beasley's  ears  had  been  or- 
dinary ones  she  might  have  heard  the  unflattering 
description  in  the  kitchen ;  as  it  was  Mr.  Tidditt  felt 
no  fear. 

"  Comin'  here  so's  you  could  be  company  for  her ! 
The  idea!  Good  to  herself,  ain't  she!  Godfrey 
scissors  I    And  Bailey  was  fool  enough  to " 

"  There,  there !  Don't  let  it  worry  you,  Ase.  I've 
about  decided  what  to  say  when  I  let  her  go.  I'll  tell 
her  she  is  gettin'  too  old  to  be  slavin'  herself  to  death. 
You  see,  I  don't  want  to  make  the  old  critter  cry,  nor 
I  don't  want  her  to  get  mad.  Judgin'  by  the  way  she 
used  to  coax  the  cat  outdoors  with  the  broom  handle 
she's  got  somethin'  of  a  temper  when  she  gets  started. 
I'll  give  her  an  extry  month's  wages,  and " 

"  You  will,  hey?    You  willl  " 

The  interruption  came  from  behind  the  partially 
closed  dining-room  door.  Mr.  Tidditt  sank  back  in 
his  chair.  Captain  Cy  sprang  from  his  and  threw 
the  door  wide  open.  Behind  it  couched  Mrs.  Deb- 
orah Beasley.  Her  eyes  snapp'-j  behind  her  specta- 
72 


BAILEY    BANGS'S    EXPERIMENT 

cles,  her  lean  form  was  trembling  all  ove/,  and  in  her 
right  hand  she  held  a  mammoth  trumpet,  the  smaller 
end  of  which  was  connected  with  her  ear. 


•"Well,  I  don't  want  none  of  your  miser'ble  money!'" 

"You  will,  hey?"  she  screamed,  brandishing  her 

left  fist,  but  still  keeping  the  ear  trumpet  in  place  with 

her  right.     "  You  wUn    Well,  I  don't  want  none  of 

your  miser'ble  money!     Land  knows  how  you  made 
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it,  anyhow,  and  I  wouldn't  soil  my  hands  with  it. 
After  all  I  ye  put  up  with,  and  the  way  I've  done  my 
work,  and  the  things  I've  nad  to  eat,  and-and '• 

She  paused  for  breath.  Captain  Cy  scratched  his 
cnm  Asaph,  gazing  open-mouthed  at  the  trumpet, 
sfrred  ,„  h.s  chair.  Mrs.  Beasley  swooped  down 
upon  him  like  a  gull  on  a  minnow. 

"And  you!"  she  shrieked.  "You!  a  miserable 
little,  good-for-nothin',  lazy,  ridiculous,  dried-up— 
.  .  .  Oo~oo~oh !  You  call  yourself  a  town  clerk  I 
You  dol  I_I  wouldn't  have  you  clerk  for  a  hen 
house!  Im  an  old  chromo,  be  I?  Yes!  that's 
n.ce  talk,  ain't  it,  to  a  woman  old  enough  to  be- 
that  .s—er—er— 'most  as  old  as  you  be!  You 
sneakm,  story-tellin',  little,  fat  thing,  you!  You- 
oh,  1  can  t  lay  my  tongue  to  words  to  tell  you  what 
you  are. 

"  You're  doin'  pretty  well,  seems  to  me,"  observed 
Captam  Cy  dryly.  "  I  wouldn't  be  discouraged  if 
1  was  you. 

The  only  effect  of  this  remark  was  to  turn  the 
wordy  torrent  in  his  direction.     The  captain  bore  it 

siLce"^  ^'  '"'"  '°  ^'"  ^'"  '"'^  commanded 

"That's  enough!     Stop   it!"  he  ordered,   and 

TuuVl  ''''•  ^^"-  ^"^'^y  '^'d  stop-  "  I'm  sorry, 
Debby  he  went  on,  "  but  you  had  no  busir-ss  to  be 
hstenm  even  ,f-"  and  he  smiled  grimly,  "  you  have 
got  a  new  fog  horn  to  hear  with.  You  can  go  and 
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pack  your  things  as  soon  as  you  want  to.  I  made  up 
my  mind  the  first  day  you  come  that  you  and  me 
wouldn't  cruise  together  long,  and  this  only  shortens 
the  trip  by  a  week  or  so.  I'll  pay  you  for  this  month 
and  for  the  next,  and  I  guess,  when  you  come  to  think 
It  over,  you'll  be  wiUin'  to  risk  soilin'  your  hands  with 
the  money.  It's  your  own  fault  if  anybody  knows 
that  you  didn't  leave  of  your  own  accord.  /  shan't 
tell,  and  I'll  see  that  Tidditt  doesn't.  Now  trot! 
Ase  and  I'll  get  supper  ourselves." 

It  was  evident  that  the  ex-housekeeper  had  much 
more  which  she  would  have  liked  to  say.  But  there 
was  that  in  her  late  employer's  manner  which  caused 
her  to  forbear.  She  slammed  out  of  the  room,  and 
they  heard  her  banging  things  about  on  the  floor 
above. 

"  But  where— where,"  repeated  Mr.  Tidditt,  over 
and  over,  "  did  she  get  that  trumpet?  " 

The  puzzle  was  solved  soon  after,  when  Bailey 
Bangs  entered  the  house  in  a  high  state  of  excitement. 

"  Well,"  he  demanded,  expectantly.  "  Did  they 
help  her?    Has  anything  happened?  " 

"  Happened/ "  began  Asaph,  but  Captain  Cy  si- 
lenced him  by  a  wink. 

"Yes,"  answered  the  captain;  "something's  hap- 
pened.   Why?" 

"  Hurrah !  I  thought  'twould.  She  can  hear  bet- 
ter, can't  she  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  guess  it's  safe  to  say  she  can." 
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"  Good  I    You  can  thank  me  for  it.    When  I  see 
how  dreadful  deef  she  was  I  wrote  my  cousin  Eddie 
i,  who  s  an  optician  up  to  Boston-you  know  him, 
Ase— and  I  says:  'Ed,  you  know  what's  good  for 
folks  who  can't  see?    Ain't  there  nothin','  says  I, 
that  11  help  them  who  can't  hear?    How  about  ear 
trumpets?  •     And  Ed   wrote  that  an  ear  trumpet 
would  probably  help  some,  but  why  didn't  I  try  a  pair 
of  them  patent  iixin's  that  are  made  to  put  inside 
deef  people's  ears?     He'd  known  of  cases  where 
they  helped  a  lot.     So  1  sent  for  a  pair,  and  the 
biggest  ear  trumpet  made,   besides.     And  when  I 
met  Debby  to-day  I  give  'em  to  her  and  told  her 
to  put  the  patent  things  w  her  ears  and  couple  on 
the  trumpet  outside  'em.    And  not  to  say  nothin'  to 
you,  but  just  surprise  you.     And  it  did  surprise  you, 
didn  t  It?  r        /     , 

The  wrathful  Mr.  Tidditt  could  wait  no  longer. 
He  burst  into  a  vivid  description  of  the  "surprise  " 
Ba.ley  was  aghast.  Captain  Cy  laughed  until  his 
race  was  purple. 

"I  declare,  Cy  I  "  exclaimed  the  dejected  purchaser 
of  the  ear  fixin's  "  and  the  trumpet.  "  I  do  declare 
I  rr.  awful  sorry  I  if  you'd  only  told  me  she  was  no 
good  1  d  have  let  her  alone;  but  I  thought  'twas  just 
the  deefness.     I — I " 

"  I  know,  Bailey;  you  meant  well,  like  the  layin'- 
on-of-hands  doctor  who  rubbed  the  rheumatic  man's 
wooden  leg.    All  right;  /  forgive  you.    'Twas  worth 
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it  all  to  see  Asaph's  face  when  Marm  Beasley  was 
comphmentin-  him.  Ha!  ha!  Oh,  dear  me!  IVe 
aughed  t,ll  I'm  sore.  But  there's  one  thing  I  should 
iike  to  do,  If  you  don't  mind:  I  should  like  to  pick 
out  my  next  housekeeper  myself." 
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RS.  BEASLEY  departed  next  morning, 
taking  with  her  the  extra  month's  wages, 
in  spite  of  fervid  avowals  that  she 
wouldn't  touch  a  cent  of  it.  On  the  way  to  the  de- 
pot she  favored  Mr.  Lumley  with  sundry  hints  con- 
cerning the  reasons  for  her  departure.  She  "  couldn't 
stand  it  no  longer  ";  if  folks  only  knew  what  she'd 
had  to  put  up  with  she  cal'lated  they'd  be  some  sur- 
prised;  she  could  "  tell  a  few  things  "  if  she  wanted 
to,  and  so  on.  Incidentally  she  was  kind  of  glad  she 
didn't  like  the  place,  because  now  she  cal'lated  she 
should  go  West  and  visit  her  niece;  they'd  been 
wanting  her  to  come  for  so  long. 

Gabe  was  much  interested  and  repeated  the  mono- 
logue, with  imaginative  additions,  to  the  depot  mas- 
ter, who,  in  turn,  repeated  it  to  his  wife  when  he 
went  home  to  dinner.  That  lady  attended  sewing 
circle  in^  the  afternoon.  Next  day  a  large  share  of 
Bayport's  conversation  dealt  with  the  housekeeper's 
leaving  and  her  reasons  therefor.  The  reasons  dif- 
fered widely,  according  to  the  portion  of  the  town 
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in  which  they  were  discussed,  but  it  was  th.  . 
opinion  that  the  whole  ,«,■  general 

Captain  WhittaLr  ""■  ^"  "°'  "^'^'^^^'^  '« 

tai?:p'hdd:''Xs'p"in'°"'7,'°"'^  --  *"^  -p- 
and  affiStraf;::  Ct:;;  ""t  '"^^^'^^'^^ 

Wo  houseworic  was^idll:  :r  t^^S  " 
iey  wasn't  fit  to  "  keen  hou,.  ;„       •  ^  ^"^ 

own  f„d  „d  w„hrf  hi,  o..Tste     TI?  " 
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conscious  that  it  might  be  better  made.  He  refused, 
however,  to  spend  his  time  in  sweeping  and  dusting! 
and  the  dust  continued  to  accumulate  on  the  carpets 
and  furniture.  This  condition  of  affairs  troubled 
him,  but  he  kept  his  own  counsel.  Asaph  and  Bailey 
called  often,  but  they  offered  no  more  suggestions 
as  to  hiring  a  housekeeper.  Mr.  Tidditt  might 
have  done  so,  but  the  captain  gave  him  no  encour- 
agement. Mr.  Bangs,  recent  humiliation  fresh  in 
his  mind,  would  as  soon  have  suggested  setting  the 
house  on  fire. 

One  evening  Asaph  happened  in,  on  his  way  to 
Simmons's.  He  desired  the  captain  to  accompany 
him  to  that  gathering  place  of  the  wise  and  talkative. 
Captain  Cy  was  in  the  sitting  room,  a  sheet  of  note 
paper  in  his  hand.  The  town  clerk  entered  without 
ceremony  and  tossed  his  hat  on  the  sofa. 

"  Evenin',  Ase,"  observed  the  captain,  folding  the 
sheet  of  paper  and  putting  it  into  his  pocket.  "  Glad 
you  come.  Sit  down.  I  wanted  to  ask  you  some- 
thin'." 

"  All  right!  Here  I  be.  Heave  ahead  and  ask." 
Captain  Cy  puffed  at  his  pipe.  He  seemed  about 
to  speak  and  then  to  think  better  of  it,  for  he  crossed 
his  legs  and  smoked  on  in  silence  gazing  at  the  nickel 
work  of  the  "  base-burner  "  stove.  It  was  badly  in 
need  of  polishing. 

^^   "  Well?  "  inquired  Asaph,  with  impatient  sarcasm. 
Thinkin'  of  askin'  me  to  build  a  fire  for  you,  was 
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you  ?    Nobody  else  but  you  would  have  set  up  a  stove 
in  summer  time,  anyhow." 

"  Hey?  No,  you  needn't  start  a  fire  yet  awhile 
That  necktie  of  yours  '11  keep  us  warm  till  fall  I 
shouldn't  wonder.  New  one,  ain't  it?  Where'd  you 
get  it?  "  ' 

Mr.  Tidditt  was  wearing  a  crocheted  scarf  of  a 
brilliant  crimson  hue,  particularly  becoming  to  his 
complexion.  The  complexion  now  brightened  until 
It  was  almost  a  match  for  the  tie. 

..  T.,^^' "v '"'    '^''^'    '^''''    "^'aborate    indifference. 

1  hat  t  Yes,  it  s  new.  Yesterday  was  my  birthday, 
and  Matildy  Tripp  she  knew  I  needed  a  necktie,  so  she 
give  me  this  one." 

"  Oh !    One  she  knit  purpose  for  you,  then  ?    Dear 
me!    Lookout,  Ase.    Widow  women  are  dangerous 
they  say;  presents  are  one  of  the  first  baits  they  heave 
out." 

"  Don't  be  foolish,  now !  I  couldn't  chuck  it  back 
at  her,  could  I?  That  would  be  pretty  manners. 
You  neednt  talk  about  widders— not  after  Debbyl 
Ho  I  ho I" 

Captain  Cy  chuckled.  Then  he  suddenly  became 
serious. 

"  Ase,"  he  said,  "  you  remember  the  time  when  the 
Howes  folks  had  this  house?  Course  you  do.  Yes; 
well,  was  there  any  of  their  relations  here  with  'em? 
A — a  cousin,  or  somethin'?  " 

"  No,  not  as  I  recollect.  Yes,  there  was,  too,  come 
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to  think.  A  third  cousin,  Mary  Thayer  her  name 
was.  I  think  she  was  a  third  cousin  of  Betsy  Howes. 
Seth  Howes's  second  wife.  Betsy's  name  was  Ginn 
afore  she  married,  and  the  Ginns  was  related  on  their 
ma's  side  to  a  Richards— Emily  Richards,  I  think 
twas— and  Emily  married  a  Thayer.  Would  that 
make  this  Mary  a  third  cousin  ?  Now  let's  see ;  Sarah 
Jane  Ginn,  she  had  an  aunt  who  kept  a  boardin'  house 
m  Harniss.  I  remember  that,  'count  of  her  sellin' 
my  Uncle  Bije  a  pig.  Seems  to  me  'twas  a  pig,  but  I 
am't  sure  that  it  mightn't  have  bsen  a  settin'  of  Ply- 
mouth  Rock  hens'  eggs.  Anyhow,  Uncle  Bije  kept 
hens,  because  I  remember  one  time " 

"  There  I  there!  we'll  be  out  of  sight  of  land  in  a 
minute.    This  Mary  Thayer— old,  was  she?  " 

"No,  no  I  Just  a  young  girl,  eighteen  or  twenty 
or  so.  Pretty  and  nice  and  quiet  as  ever  I  see.  By 
Godfrey,  she  was  pretty !  I  wan't  as  old  as  I  be  now, 
and " 

"  Ase,  don't  tell  your  heart  secrets,  even  to  me.  I 
might  get  absent-minded  and  mention  'em  to  MatUdv 
And  then — whew  I  " 

"  If  you  don't  stop  tryin'  to  play  smarty  I'll  go 
home.  What's  Matildy  Tripp  to  me,  I'd  like  to 
know?  And  even  when  Mary  Thayer  was  here  I 
was  old  enough  to  be  her  dad.  But  I  remember  what 
a  nice  girl  she  was  and  how  the  boarders  liked  her 
They  used  to  say  she  done  more  than  all  the  Howes 
tribe  put  together  to  make  the  Sea  Sight  House  a 
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good  hotel.  Young  as  she  was  she  done  most  of  the 
housekeepm-  and  done  it  well.  If  the  rest  of  'em  had 
been  l.ke  her  you  mightn't  have  had  the  place  yet, 
Whit    But  what  set  you  to  thinkin'  about  her?  " 

I'll .?.'  ^  '^°"''  ^""^ '  ^°*'''"'  '""^'^ :  t''^'  i*-well, 
1  Jl  tell  you  some  other  time.    What  became  of  her  ?  '* 

She  went  up  to  New  Hampshire  along  with  the 
Howes  folks  and  I  ain't  seen  her  since.  Seems  to  me 
i  d,d  hear  she  was  married.  See  here,  Whit,  what  is 
it  about  her?    Tell  a  feller;  come!  " 

But  Captain  Cy  refused  to  gratify  his  chum's  lively 
cur,os.ty.    Also  he  refused  to  go  to  Simmons's  that 
evenmg   saymg  that  he  was  tired  and  guessed  he'd 
stay  at  home  and  "  turn  in  early."     Mr.  Tidditt  de 
parted  grumbling.     After  he  had  gone  the  captain" 
drew  h>s  cha.r  nearer  the  center  table,  took  from  his 
pocket  a  sheet  of  notepaper,  and  proceeded  to  read 
what  was  written  on  its  pages.    It  was  a  letter  which 
he  had  received  nearly  a  month  before  and  had  not 
yet  answered.     During  the  past  week  he  had  read  it 
many  times.    The  writing  was  cramped  and  blotted 
and  the  paper  cheap  and  dingy.    The  envelope  bore 
the  postmark  of  a  small  town  in  Indiana,  and  the  in- 
closure  was  worded  as  follows: 

Captain  Cyrus  Whittaker. 

Dear  Sir.-  1  suppose  you  will  be  a  good  deal  surprised  to  hear 

from  „e.  especia  ly  from  way  out  West  here.     Wh/n  you  boul 

he  old  house  of  Seth,  he  and  I  was  living  i„  Concord.  N.  H      He 

couldn  t  make  a  go  of  his  business  there,  so  we  came  West  and  he 
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has  been  sick  most  of  the  time  since.  We  ain't  well  off  like  you, 
and  times  are  hard  with  us.  What  I  wanted  to  write  you  about 
was  this.  My  cousin  Mary  Thomas,  Maiy  Thayer  that  was,  is 
still  living  in  Concord  and  she  is  poor  and  needs  help,  though  I 
don't  suppose  she  would  ask  for  it,  being  too  proud.  False  pride 
I  call  it.  Me  and  Seth  would  like  to  do  something  for  her,  but  we 
have  a  hard  enough  job  to  keep  going  ourselves.  Mary  married  a 
man  by  the  name  of  Henry  Thomas,  and  he  turned  out  to  be  a 
miserable  good-for-nothing,  as  I  always  said  he  would.  She 
wouldn't  listen  to  me  though.  He  run  off  and  left  her  seven  year 
ago  last  April,  and  1  understand  was  killed  or  drowned  some- 
wheres  up  in  Montana.  Mary  and  [several  words  scratched  out 
here]  got  along  somehow  since,  but  I  don't  know  how.  While  we 
lived  in  Concord  Seth  sort  of  kept  an  eye  on  her,  but  now  he  can't 
of  course.  She's  a  good  girl,  or  woman  rather,  being  most  forty, 
and  would  make  a  good  housekeeper  if  you  should  need  one  as  I 
suppose  likely  you  will.  If  you  could  help  her  it  would  be  an  act 
of  charity  and  you  will  be  rewarded  Above.  Seth  says  why  not 
write  to  her  and  tell  her  to  come  and  see  you  ?  He  feels  bad  about 
her,  because  he  is  so  sick  I  suppose.  And  he  knows  you  are  rich 
and  could  do  good  if  you  felt  like  it.  Her  father's  name  was  John 
Thayer.  I  wouldn't  wonder  if  you  used  to  know  her  mother.  She 
was  Emily  Richards  afore  she  married  and  they  used  to  live  in 
Orham.  Yours  truly, 

Elizabeth  Howes. 

P.  S. — Mary's  address  is  Mrs.  Mary  Thomas,  care  Mrs.  Oliver, 
128  Blank  Street,  Concord,  N.  H. 

N.  B.— Seth  won't  say  so,  but  I  will :  we  are  very  hard  up  our- 
selves and  if  you  could  help  him  and  me  with  the  loan  of  a  little 
money  it  would  be  thankfully  received. 

Captain  Cy  read  the  letter,  folded  it,  and  replaced 
it  in  his  pocket.    He  knew  the  Howes  family  by  repu- 
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tation,  and  the  reputation  was  that  of  general  sharp- 
ness  in  trade  and  stinginess  in  money  matters.  Betsy's 
personal  appeal  did  not,  therefore,  touch  his  heart 
to  any  great  extent.  He  surmised  also  that  for  Seth 
Howes  and  his  wife  to  ask  help  for  some  per- 
son other  than  themsdves  premised  a  darky  in  the 
woodp.le  somewhere.  But  for  the  daughter  of  Emily 
Kichards  to  be  suggested  as  a  possible  housekeeper  at 
la'nl  "'''"■  P^^^^-that  was  interesting,  cer- 

When  the  captain  was  not  a  captain— when  he  was 
merely  young  Cy,"  a  boy,  living  with  his  parents,  a 
dancmg  school  was  organized  in  Bayport.  It  was  an 
mnovat.on  for  our  village,  and  frowned  upon  by 
many  of  the  older  and  stricter  inhabitants.  However 
most  of  the  captain's  boy  friends  were  permitted  to 
attend;  young  Cy  was  not.  His  father  considered 
dancing  a  waste  of  time  and,  if  not  wicked,  certainly 
frivolous  and  nonsensical.  So  the  boy  remained  at 
home,  but,  m  spite  of  the  parental  order,  he  prac- 
ticed some  of  the  figures  of  the  quadrilles  and  the  con- 
tra dances  m  his  comrades'  barns,  learning  them  at 
second  hand,  so  to  speak. 

One  winter  there  was  t.  be  a  party  in  Orha.n, 
g'ven  by  the  Nickersons,  wealthy  people  with  a 
fifteen-year-old  daughter.  It  was  to  be  a  grand  af- 
fair, and  most  of  the  boys  and  girls  in  the  neighbor- 
.ng  towns  were  invited.  Cy  received  an  invitation, 
and,  tor  a  wonder,  was  permitted  to  attend  The 
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Bayport  contingent  went  over  in  a  big  hayrick  on 
runn  ,  .^e  „,oonlight  ride  was  folly 'eoj 

The  N.ckerson  mansion  wa=  crowded  and  there  were 
music  and  dancing. 

Young  Cy  was  miserable  during  the  dancing.    He 

barn.     So    wh.le  the  rest  of  his  boy  friends  sought 

Vc"oT"h"  ^^/7°«'-'J  P-^y"  and  "Hdrs 
Victory     he  sat  forlorn  in  a  corner 

As  he  sat  there  he  was  approached  by  a  young 

lady,  radiant  m  muslin  and  ribbons.     She  was  thref 

or  four  years  older  than  he  was,  and  he  had  wor 

h^ped  her  from  afar  as  she  whirled  up  and  down 

th    hne  m  the  Virginia  Reel.    She  never  lacked  part" 

ner.  and  seemed  to  be  a  great  favorite  with  the  young 

b2JT       Vr  8°°'^-'°°'^'"g  chap  with  a  sun 
burned  face,  who  looked  like  a  sailor 

They  were  forming  sets  for  "Money  Musk"- 
t  was  "ladies'  choice,"  and  there  was 'a  demand' 
for    more    couples.      The    young    lady    came    over 

SourS;    """    "'    ^^"^'""^'^    ^-PP^'^    him    a 

"If  you  please,"  she  said,   "  I  want  a  partner 
Will  you  do  me  the  honor'  "  partner. 

to  ?eak"f "'''  '''°"^''  *''"  ""'  ^""l'^"''  dance  any 

th  "  w.:- ''?  T  ""'     ^'"^  '^'^  y°"  can.     You're 

the  Whittaker  boy,  arenV  you?     IVe  heard  abou 

your  barn  lessons.    And  I  want  you  to  try  this  S 

86 


A    FRONT-DOOR    CALLER 

Z'  ^u"'"  f  •  ^°'  J"''"'"  '''"=  '''Jded.  turning  to 
the  sunburned  young  fellow  who  had  fdlowed  h  r 
across  the  roon,;..  .his  is  .y  choice  and  herTfs  ^y 
partner.  Susie  Taylor  is  after  you  and  you  mustn't 
n.naway.    Come,  Mr.  Whittaker  "         ^  "•""""  ' 

Mus°k"ir!h   \^""  ""^  '^'y  '^^"«d  "Money 

say  d  o'thefH  f '  ''™  ^"""g'^  ^"d  h-  «- 

sayed  other  dances;  ,n  fact,  he  had  a  very  good  time 
at  the  party  after  all.  J'  B  "u  time 

the^rTreJl"  ""'  ^Tf  ^'  '^""^''^  ^  «^"^  ^eal  about 
the  pretty  young  lady,  whose  name  he  discovered  was 
Em  ly  R.chards.    He  decided  that  if  she  would  odv 

grew  up.    But  he  was  thirteen  and  she  was  seventeen 
and  the  very  next  year  she  married  John  Thayer  th^ 
sador  m  the  blue  suit.     An^  two  years  afte     tha 
young  Cy  ran  away  to  be  a  sailor  himself 

In  sp.tc  of  his  age  and  his  lifetime  of  batterin^r 
about  the  world.  Captain  Cy  had  a  sentimenta   s  r  ^k 
.n  h,s  makeup;  his  rejuvenation  of  the  old  Ce 
proved  that     Betsy's  letter  interested  him.    He  hTd 
made  guarded  mquiries  concerning  Mary  Thaver 
now  Maty  Thomas,  of  others  besides  Asapl, Ld  tie 
answers  had  been  satisfactory  so  far  as  ^h  y  went  • 
those  who  remembered  her  had  liked  her  very  muci* 
The  captam  had  even  begun  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Thras* 
but  la.d  .t  as,de  unfinished,  having,  since  Bailey^s  un! 
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fortunate  experience  with  the  widow  Beasley,  a  preju- 
dice against  experiments. 

But  this  evening,  before  Mr.  Tidditt  called,  he  had 
been  thinking  that  something  would  have  to  be  done 
and  done  soon.  The  generally  shiftless  condition  of 
his  domestic  surroundings  was  getting  to  be  unbear- 
able. Dust  and  dirt  did  not  fit  into  his  mental  picture 
of  the  old  home  as  it  used  to  be  and  as  he  had  tried 
to  restore  it.  There  had  been  neither  dust  nor  dirt 
in  his  mother's  day. 

He  meditated  and  smoked  for  another  hour. 
Then,  his  mind  being  made  up,  he  pulled  down  the 
desk  lid  of  the  old-fashioned  secretary,  resurrected 
from  a  pile  of  papers  the  note  he  had  begun  to  Mrs. 
Thomas,  dipped  a  sputtering  pen  into  the  ink  bottle 
and  proceeded  to  write. 

His  letter  was  a  short  one  and  rather  noncommit- 
tal. As  Mrs.  Thomas  no  doubt  knew  he  had  come 
back  to  live  in  his  father's  house  at  Bayport.  He 
might  possibly  need  some  one  to  keep  house  tor  him. 
He  understood  that  she,  Mary  Thayer  that  was,  was 
a  good  housekeeper  and  that  she  was  open  to  an  en- 
gagement if  everything  was  mutually  satisfactory. 
He  had  known  her  mother  slightly  when  the  latter 
lived  in  Orham.  He  thought  an  interview  might  be 
pleasant,  for  they  could  talk  over  old  times  if  noth- 
mg  more.  Perhaps,  on  the  whole,  she  might  care 
to  risk  a  trip  to  Bayport,  therefore  he  inclosed  money 
for  her  railroad  fare.  "  You  understand,  of  course," 
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^o  he  wrote  in  conclusion,  "  that  nothing  may  come 

blrT   '  R      ^°"  ''""^  '''"  ^"""^  '^"^ds  hove  over- 
board ,n  Bayport  will  dredge  up  gab  enough  to  sink 

sett  ld'°o"n"'-     "^  ^T  ""'?  ""'"  ''"  ^'"^  '---  - 
settled  one  way  or  the  other." 

He  put  on  his  hat  and  went  down  to  the  post  office, 

fa  r  .        u"^'"^  ^''  '^"^^  '"  '^'  ''•"^  °'  the  box 
fastened  to  the  front  door.    Then  he  returned  home  ' 
and  retired  at  exactly  eleven  o'clock.    In  spite  of  his 
remarks  to  Asaph,  he  had  not  "  turned  in  •'  so  eart 

If  the  captain  expected  a  prompt  reply  to  his  note 

frZ  .h'  M  "J**"""  "'"'■•=  ^^y^  «"'•  «'■"  no  word 
from  the  New  Hampshire  widow.  Meanwhile  fresh 
ayers  of  dust  spread  themselves  over  the  Wh  ttaker 
furmture  and  the  gaudy  patterns  of  the  c  roe  s 
blushed  d,mly  beneath  a  grimy  fog.  The  si tuaTon 
was  desperate;  even  Matilda  Tripp,  Come-Outer 
sermons  and  all,  began  to  be  thinkl'le  as  a  po^ 

The  eleventh  day  began  with  a  pouring  rain  that 
hanged,  later  on,  to  a  dismal  drizzle.  Ihe  silver 
leaf  tree  ,n  the  front  yard  dripped,  and  the  o  er  ow. 
-ng  gutters  gurgled  and  splashed.  The  bay  wis 
gray  and  lonely,  and  the  fish  weirs  along  the  ouTe 
bar  were  lost  m  the  mist.  The  flowers  in'the  AtkS 
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urns  were  draggled  and  beaten  down.  Only  the 
iron  dogs  glistened  undaunted  as  the  wet  ran  off 
their  newly  painted  backs.  The  air  was  heavy,  and 
the  salty  flavor  of  the  flats  might  almost  be  tasted 
m  It. 

Captain  Cy  was  in  the  sitting  room,  as  usual.  His 
spirits  were  as  gray  as  the  weather.  He  was  actually 
tonesome  for  the  first  time  since  his  return  home. 
He  had  kindled  a  wood  fire  in  the  stove,  just  for  the 
sociability  of  it,  and  the  crackle  and  glow  behind  the 
isinglass  panes  only  served  to  remind  him  of  other 
days  and  other  fires.  The  sitting  room  had  not  been 
lonesome  then. 

He  heard  the  depot  wagon  rattle  by  and,  peering 
trom  the  window,  saw  that,  except  for  Mr.  Lumley 
It  was  empty.  Not  even  a  summer  boarder  had  come 
to  brighten  our  ways  and  lawns  with  reckless  raiment 
and  the  newest  slang.  Summer  boarding  season  was 
almost  over  now.  Bayport  would  soon  be  as  dull 
as  dish  water.  And  the  captain  admitted  to  him- 
self that  it  was  dull.  He  had  half  a  mind  to  take  a 
flying  trip  to  Boston,  make  the  round  of  the  wharves 
and  see  if  any  of  the  old  shipowners  and  ship  capi 
tains  whom  he  had  once  known  were  still  alive  and  in 
harness. 

"  JINGLE  1     Jingle!    Jingle/    Ji„gle!     Ji„giel 
Jing!    Jingl     Jingl" 

Captain  Cy  bounced  in  his  chair.     That  was  the 
front-door   bell.     The  front-door  bell!     Who 
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He  hurried  through  the  dim  grandeur  of  th^  h    . 
parlor  and  entered  the  little  dark  £    h  11     The 
bel    was  st„.  swinging  at  the  end  of  it    til"^ 
w  re.     The  dust  shaken  from  it  still  hung  in  the 

of  tfheZ  Tr^  ""/''^^^P^  ^^^«n  ^he  lines 

umbrella  t7  .  ?'  ""'^""  '  ^'«  "  8™-"'"?  " 
and  It  J  h'  ^''/I'T^  f--  the  umbrella  top 
and  trom  the  hem  of  the  little  girl's  dress. 

t-aptam  Cy  stared  hard  at  his  visitor,  h.  i, 

'■  Hello  1"    exclaimed    the    captain   wonderlndv 
Did  you-  rmg  the  bell  ?  "  wonuermgiy. 

_'_'  Yes,  sir,"  replied  the  girl. 
"Humph!     Did,  hey?    Why'" 

DidnTfo    '^!'''\''"^"^^^~    Isn't  it  a  truly  belP 
t-  nere  isn  t  any  crape  " 
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mamma  was  sick  they  didn't  let  people  ring  our  bell. 
And  when  she  died  they  tied  it  up  with  crape." 

"Di<'  hey?  Huml"  The  captain  scratched  his 
chin  and  gazed  at  the  small  figure  before  him.  It 
was  a  self.poised,  matter-of-fact  figure  for  such  a  lit- 
tie  one,  and,  out  there  in  the  rain  under  the  tent  roof 
of  the  umbrella,  it  was  rather  pitiful. 

"  Please,  sir,"  said  the  child,  "  are  you  Captain 
Cyrus  Whittaker?  " 

"Yup!  That's  me.  You've  guessed  it  the  first 
time." 

"  Yes,  sir.  I've  got  a  letter  for  you.  It's  pinned 
inside  my  dress.  If  you  could  hold  this  umbrella 
maybe  I  could  get  it  out." 

She  extended  the  big  umbrella  at  arm's  length, 
holding  it  with  both  hands.    Captain  Cy  woke  up. 

'.'  Good  land !  "  he  exclaimed,  "  what  am  I  thinkin' 
of?    You're  soakin'  wet  through,  ain't  you?  " 

"  I  guess  I'm  pretty  wet.  It's  a  long  ways  from 
the  depot,  and  I  tried  to  come  across  the  fields,  be- 
cause a  boy  said  it  was  nearer,  and  the  bushes  were 
so " 

"  Across  the  felds  ?  Have  you  walked  all  the  way 
from  the  depot  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir.  The  man  said  it  was  a  quarter  to  ride, 
and  auntie  said  I  must  be  careful  of  my  money  be- 
cause  " 

"  By  the  big  dipper!  Come  in  I  Come  in  out  of 
that  this  minute!  " 
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seiS  T^u  '^r"  '^'  ""P"'  ^"'^"^  '^'  ""'brella, 
eued  her  by  the  arm  and  led  her  into  the  house 
through  the  parlor  and  into  the  sitting  room,  wher^ 
the  fire  crackled  invitingly.  He  could  feel  that  the 
dr«s  sleeve  under  his  hand  was  wet  through,  and 
the  worn  boots  and  darned  stockings  he  could  see 
were  soaked  likewise.  " 

•'  There  1  "  he  cried.  "  Set  down  in  that  chair. 
Put  your  feet  up  on  that  h'ath.  Sakes  alive!  Your 
folks  ought  to  know  better  than  to  let  you  stir  out 

bers!    Them  shoes  ought  to  come  off  this  minute,  I 

be't";-tha?        'V/-     "'""  ""  '^y  y°-  «-''-« 
Uetter  that  way.    Off  with  'em  I  " 

the"sho«  ''h   "''^  ?'  '^''^'^'  ^'°°P'"8  'o  unbutton 

he  shoes     Her  wet  fingers  were  blue.    It  can  be  cold 

■n  our  V,  lage,  even  in  early  September,  when  there  is 

-easterly  storm.     Unbuttoning  the  shoes  wasZ 

"  Here,  let  me  help  you !  "  commanded  the  cap- 

legged  cowh.des  come  handier.  Never  wore  cow- 
hides, did  you?" 

"  No,  sir." 

"  I  s'pose  not.  I  used  to  when  I  was  little.  Re- 
member  the  first  pair  I  had.  Cop.er  toes  on  'em- 
whew !  The  copper  was  blacked  over  when  they  come 
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out  of  the  store  and  that  wouldn't  do,  so  we  used  to 
kick  a  stone  wall  till  they  brightened  up.  There  I 
there  she  comes.  Humph!  stockin's  soaked,  too. 
Wish  I  had  some  dry  ones  to  lend  you.  Might  give 
you  a  pair  of  mine,  but  they'd  be  too  scant  fore  and 
aft  and  too  broad  in  the  beam,  I  cal'late.  Humph! 
and  your  top-riggin's  as  wet  as  your  hull.  Been  on 
your  beam  ends,  have  you  ?  " 

"I  don't  know,  sir.  I  fell  down  in  the  bushes 
coming  across.     There  were  vines  and  they  tripped 

me  up.    And  the  umbrella  was  so  heavy  that " 

"  Yes,  I  could  see  right  off  you  was  carryin'  too 
much  canvas.  Now  take  off  your  bunnit  and  I'll  get 
a  coat  of  mine  to  wrap  you  up  in." 

He  went  into  his  bedroom  and  returned  with  a 
heavy  "  reefer  "  jacket.  Ordering  his  caller  to  stand 
up  he  slipped  ht-i  arms  into  the  sleeves  and  turned  the 
collar  up  about  her  neck.  Her  braided  "  pigtail  "  of 
yellow  hair  stuck  out  over  the  collar  and  hung  down 
her  back  in  a  funny  way.  The  coat  sleeves  reached 
almost  to  her  knees  and  the  coat  itself  enveloped  her 
like  a  bed  quilt. 

"  There!  "  said  Captain  Cy  approvingly.  "  Now 
you  look  more  as  if  you  was  under  a  storm  rig.  Set 
down  and  toast  your  toes.  Where's  that  letter  you 
said  you  had?" 

"  It's  inside  here.  I  don't  know's  I  can  get  at  it; 
these  sleeves  are  so  long." 

"  Reef  'em.     Turn  'em  up.     Let  me  show  you. 
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That's  better  I    Hum!    So 


you  come  from  the  depot, 


hey?    Live  up  that  way ?  " 

;;  No,  sir  I    I  used  to  live  in  Concord,  but " 

Concord?    Co«W?    Concord  where ?  " 

carry  ,t,   so   I  left  it  up  at  th-  deoot      Th 

b^ltZ    %'•■  ''"'■'•  """  ""^  '  "i'tak.  i„  your 

are;  maybe  I  know  W  ^  ^"  "^e  who  they 

The  girl  sat  unright  in  the  big  chair     Her  dark 

eyes  opened  wide  and  her  chin  q^vered.  "^ 

mander'-°Y   ^''?"  ^^'""^  Whittaker?"  she  de- 
manded.       You  said  you  was." 

what!!!-.'"'    '    ^'"-       ^'"^    Cy    Whittaker,    but 

"  Well,  auntie  told  me " 

'  Auntie  1    Auntie  who?" 

"  Auntie  Oliver      She  ."<•.,'►        n 

^Jhe  isn  t  really  my  auntie,  but 
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mamma  and  me  lived  in  her  house  for  ever  so  long 
and  so " 

"Wait!  wait!  wait!  I'm  hull  down  in  the  fog. 
This  is  gettin'  too  thick  for  me.  Your  auntie's  name's 
Oliver  and  you  lived  in  Concord,  New  Hampshire. 
For — for  thunder  sakes,  what's  your  name  ?  " 

"  Emily  Richards  Thomas." 

"  Em— Emily — Richards — Thomas]" 

"  Yes,  sir," 

"  Emily  Richards  Thomas !  What  was  your  ma's 
name?" 

"  Mamma  was  Mrs.  Thomas.  Her  front  name 
was  Mary.  She's  dead.  Don't  you  want  to  see  your 
letter?    I've  got  it  now." 

She  lifted  one  of  the  flapping  coat  sleeves  and  ex- 
pended a  crumpled,  '^amp  envelope.  Captain  Cy  took 
It  in  a  dazed  fashion  and  drew  a  long  breath.  Then 
he  tore  open  the  envelope  and  read  the  following: 

Deah  Captain  Whittaker: 

The  bearer  of  this  is  Emily  Richards  Thomas.  She  is  seven, 
going  on  eight,  but  old  for  her  years.  Her  mother  was  Mary 
Thomas  that  used  to  be  Mary  Thayer.  It  was  her  you  wrote  to 
about  keeping  house  for  you,  but  she  had  been  dead  a  fortnight 
before  your  letter  come.  She  had  bronchial  pneumonia  and  it 
carried  her  off,  having  always  been  delicate  and  with  more  troubles 
to  bear  than  she  couid  stand,  poor  thing.  Since  her  husband,  who 
I  ray  was  a  scamp  even  if  he  is  dead,  left  her  and  the  baby,  she  has 
took  rooms  with  me  and  done  sewing  and  such.  When  she  passed 
away  I  wrote  to  Seth  Howes,  a  relation  of  hers  out  West,  and,  so 
far  as  I  know,  the  only  one  she  had.  I  told  the  Howes  man  that 
96 


A   FRONT-DOOR    CALLER 


wa.  left.    Would  they  take  her?  I 
1  they 


Maty  had  gone  and  EmniK 

wrote.    And  Seth's  wife  wrote  they  couldn't 

Respectfully  yours, 

Sarah  Oliver. 

Captain  Cy  read  the  letter  through.     Then  he 
wiped  his  forehead.  ^ncn  ne 

"  Well  I  "  he  muttered      "  W'w//    T  „« 
i:f,i    T     T             ,. ..              ""eu!    1  never  in  my 
lite  I    1— I  never  did  I    Of  all " 

Emily   Richards   Thomas   looked   up   from   the 

depths  of  the  coat  collar. 

"Don't  you  think,"  she  said,  "  that  you  had  better 

send  to  the  depot  for  my  box?    I  can  get  d^C 

his  way,  but  mamma  always  made  me  chaZge Ty 

clothe   as_  soon  as  I  could.    She  used  to  be  afraid  I'd 


CHAPTER    VI 


ICICLES   AND  DUST 


CAPTAIN  CY  did  not  reply  to  the  request 
for  the  box.  It  is  doubtful  if  he  even  heard 
it.  Mrs.  Oliver's  astonishing  letter  had,  as 
he  afterwards  said,  left  him  "  high  and  dry  with  no 
tug  in  sight."  Mary  Thomas  was  dead,  and  her 
daughter,  her  daughter  I  of  whose  very  existence  he 
had  been  ignorant,  had  suddenly  appeared  from  no- 
where and  been  dropped  at  his  door,  like  an  out-of- 
season  May  basket,  accompanied  by  the  modest  sug- 
gestion that  he  a,  "ime  responsibility  for  her  there- 
after. No  wonder  the  captain  wiped  his  forehead  in 
litter  bewilderment. 

"  Don't  you  think  you'd  better  send  for  the  box?  " 
repeated  the  child,  shivering  a  little  under  the  big 
coat. 

"Hey?  What  say?  Never  mind,  though.  Just 
keep  quiet  for  a  spell,  won't  you.  I  want  to  let  this 
soakin.  By  the  big  dipper!  Of  all  the  solid  brass 
cheek  that  ever  I  run  across,  this  beats  the  whole 
cargo!  And  Betsy  Howes  never  hinted!  '  Probably 
you  would  be  glad  to  take— '  Be^W!  Why,  blast 
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their  miserable,  stingy-  What  do  they  take  me  for? 
///  show  em  1  Indiana  ain't  so  fur  that  I  can't— 
Hey  ?    Did  you  say  anything,  sis  ?  " 

The  girl  had  shivered  again.     "  No,  sir,"  she  re- 

rattled  "        """  ""^  '"''''  ^  ^""'-     ^^^^  '''"'^  °^ 

"What?  You  ain't  cold,  are  ,^u?  With  all  that 
round  you  and  m  front  of  that  fire?  " 

"  No,  sir,  I  guess  not.  Only  my  back  feels 
sort  of  funny,  as  if  somebody  kept  dropping  icicles 
down  It.  Those  bushes  and  vines  were  so  wet  that 
when  I  tumbled  down  'twas  most  like  being  in  a 

"Sholsho!  That  won't  do.  Can't  have  you  laid 
up  on  my  hands.  That  would  be  worse  than- 
Humphl  Tut,  tut!  Somethin'  ought  to  be  done, 
and  I  m  blessed  if  I  know  what.  And  not  a  woman 
round  the  place-not  even  that  Debby.  Say,  look 
here,  what  s  your  name-er-Emmie,  hadn't  I  better 
get  the  doctor?" 

The  child  looked  frightened. 

"  Why?  "  she  cried,  her  big  eyes  opening.  "  I'm 
notsick,  ami?"  ^       t-       b         im 

"Sick?  No,  no!  Course  not,  course  not.  What 
would  you  want  to  be  sick  for?  But  you  ought  to 
get  warm  and  dry  rig'.t  off,  I  s'pose,  and  your  duds 
are  all  up  to  the  depot.    Say,  what  does-what  did 

Ind'thTngsr'-  '°  '^°  '"'''"  ''""  ^^''-^'— 'h'^'"  icicles 
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''  She  changed  my  clothes  and  rubbed  me.     And 
It  1  was  very  wet  she  put  me  to  bed  sometimes." 

Bed?     Sure!  why,  yes,   indeed.     Bed's  a  good 

place  to  keep  off  icicles.    There's  my  bedroom  right 

m  there.    You  could  turn  in  just  as  well  as  not.    Bunk 

am  t  made  yet,  but  I  can  shake  it  up  in  no  time.    Say 

"~"~^°"  ""  undress  yourself,  can't  you?  " 

_  Oh,  yes,  sir!     Course  I  can!    I'm  most  eight." 

iJure  you  are!     Don't  act  a  mite  babyish.    All 

right,  you  set  still  till  I  shake  up  that  bunk  " 

He  entered  the  chamber,  his  own,  opening  from 
the  s,ttmg  room,  and  proceeded,  literally,  to  "  shake 
up  the  bed.  It  was  not  a  lengthy  process  and,  when 
'•^  was  completed,  he  returned  to  find  his  visitor  al- 
ready  divested  of  the  coat  and  standing  before  the 
stove. 

"I  guess  perhaps  you'll  have  to  help  undo  me 
behind,  observed  the  young  lady.  "  This  is  my  best 
dress  and  I  can't  reach  the  buttons  in  the  middle  of 
the  back. 

Captain  Cy  scratched  his  head.  Then  he  clumsily 
unbuttoned  the  wet  waist,  glancing  rather  sheepishly 
at  the  wmdow  to  see  if  anyone  was  coming. 

"S'  this  is  your  best  dress,  hey?"  he  asked,  to 
cover  his  confusion.  It  was  obviously  not  very  new 
for  ,t  was  neatly  mended  in  one  or  twi  places. 

"  Yes,  sir." 

I'  So.     Where'd  you  buy  it— up  to  Concord  ?  " 
i>o,  sir.     Mamma  made  it,  a  year  ago." 
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There  was  a  little  choke  in  the  child's  voice.  The 
captain  was  mightily  taken  back. 

"Hum!  Yes,  yes,"  he  muttered  hurriedly. 
^WcU,  there  you  are.    Now  you  can  get  along,  can't 

"  Yes,  sir.    Shall  I  go  in  that  room  ?  " 
'Trot   right   in.     You   might-^r-maybe   you 
might  sing  out  wh-n  you're  tucked  up.    I_I'll  want 
to  know  if  you're  got  bedcio 'les  enough." 

Ern-ly  disappeared  in  the  bedroom.  The  door 
closed^  Captain  Cy,  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  walked 
up  and  dovm  the  length  of  the  sitting  room.  The 
expression  on  his  face  was  a  queer  one. 

"  I  haven't  got  any  nightgown,"  called  a  voice 
from  the  other  room.    The  captain  gasped. 

Good  land !  so  you  ain't,"  he  exclaimed.    "  What 

m  the  world-    Humph!    I  wonder " 

He  went  to  the  lower  drawer  of  a  tall  "  highboy  " 
and,  from  the  tumbled  mass  of  apparel  therein  took 
one  ot  his  own  night  garments. 

"Here's  one."  he  said,  coming  back  with  it  in  his 
hand_       I  guess  you'll  have  to  make  this  do  for  now. 

Ill  I've  g"'-""       '"  ''"■"  '""  '°  °""'  ^"'  '^'^ 

and^hf"  i!"J  '7^"'^  '■"""'^  '^'  '^^'  °^  the  door 
and  the  nightshirt  disappeared.  Captain  Cy  chuckled 
and  resumed  his  pacing. 

"  I'm  tucked  up,"  called  Miss  Thomas.    The  cap- 
tain entered  and  found  her  in  bed,   the  patchwork 
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points  and  diamonds  of  the  "  Rising  Sun  "  quilt  cov- 
ering her  to  the  chin  and  her  head  denting  the  upper- 
most  of  the  two  big  pillows.  Captain  Cy  liked  to 
"  sleep  high." 

"  Got  enough  over  you  ?  "  he  asked. 
"  Yes,  sir,  thank  you." 

"That's  good.  I'll  take  your  togs  out  and  dry 'em 
m  the  kitchen.  Don't  be  scared;  I'll  be  right  back." 
In  the  kitchen  he  sorted  the  wet  garments  and  hung 
them  about  the  cook  stove.  It  was  a  strange  occupa- 
tion for  him  and  he  shook  his  head  whimsically  as  he 
completed  it.  Then  he  took  a  flat  iron,  one  of  Mrs 
Beasley's  purchases,  from  the  shelf  in  the  closet  and 
put  It  in  the  oven  to  heat.  Soon  afterwards  he  re- 
turned to  the  bedroom,  bearing  the  iron  wrapped  in 
a  dish  towel. 

"  My  ma  always  used  to  put  a  hot  flat  to  my  feet 
when  I  was  a  young  one  and  got  chilled,"  he  ex- 
plained. "  I  ain't  used  one  for  some  time,  bi.  T  guess 
Its  a  good  receipt.  How  do  you  feel  now.'  \nv 
more  icicles?  " 

"No,  sir.  I'm  ever  so  warm.  Isn't  this  a  nice 
bed  ?  " 

"  Think  so,  do  you?  Glad  of  it.  Well,  now,  I'm 
goin'  to  leave  you  in  it  while  I  step  down  street  and 
see  about  bavin'  your  box  sent  for.  I'll  be  back  in 
a  shake.  If  anybody  comes  to  the  door  while  I'm 
gone  don't  you  worry;  let  'em  go  away  again 


He  put  on  his  hat  and  left  the  house,  walking 
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idly,  his  head  down  and  his  hands  in  his  pockets  At 
times  he  would  pause  in  his  walk,  whistle,  shake  his 
head  and  go  on  once  more.  Josiah  Dimick  met  him, 
and  h.s  answers  to  Josiah's  questions  were  so  vague 
and  .rrelevant  that  Captain  Dimick  was  puz.led,  a^d 
hZ7T.       "  f"'°"  ^''^^  "  W^'*'^  -°ki„'  must 

theS."         '° """ " ''  '^ '''"'  "''^^^^y  °^ 

Captain  Cy  stopped  at  Mr.  Lumley's  residence  to 
leave  an  order  for  the  delivery  of  the  box.  Then  he 
drifted  into  S.mmons's  and  accosted  Alpheus  Smalley. 

_  A  ,    he  said,     what's  good  for  a  cold  ?  " 

VVhy?     asked  Mr.  Smalley,  in  true  Yankee  fash- 
ion.        lou  g'^t  one? 

"Hey?     Oh,  yes!     Yes,  I've  got  one."     Byway 
on  thTshei;.""'     '  ""'■'  *'^  '="""  ^'^''""^^^  "«'^d 
"  Judas  1     I  should  think  you  had!    Well    there', 
Pme  Bark  Oil '  and  '  Sassafras  Elixir  '  a^d  wo  k  Id 
of  sass'p'nlla-that's  good  for  most  every^hi'gl^ 
and —    Is  your  throat  sore?" 
"Hey?    Yes,  I  guess  so." 

"Don't  you  know?     If  you've  got  sore  throat 
tnere  am't  nothin'  better'n  '  Arabian'fialsam.'     B 
what  m  time  are  you  doin'  out  in  this  drizzle  with 

a  cold  and  no  umbrella?    Do  you  want  to " 

Never  mind  my  umbrella.    I  left  it  i„  the  church 

d.d.     Th,s  'Araman  Balsam '-seems  to  me  I  re- 
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member  my  ma's  usin'  that  on  me.    Wet  a  rag  with 
It,  don  t  you,  and  tie  it  round  your  neck?" 

til    Vr  ""  ^°':.'''  '^"^  ''''  '1"'^''"'"  'he  other 
kmds.    Fifteen  cent  bottle  ?  " 

_  "I  guess  so.  iVIight's  well  give  me  some  sass'- 
P  nlla,  while  you're  about  it;  always  handy  to  have 
m  the  house.  And-er-say,  is  that  canned  soup 
you  ve  got  up  on  that  shelf?  " 

The  astonished  clerk  admitted  tha.  it  was. 
"  Well,  give  me  a  Can  of  the  chicken  kind  " 
Mr.  Smalley,  standing  on  a  chair  to  reach  the  si  elf 
where  the  soup  was  kept,  shook  his  head 

"  Now  that's  too  bad,  Cap'n,"  he  said,  "  but  we're 
all  out  .-.f  chicken  just  now.  Fact  is,  we  ain't  got 
nothm  but  termatter  and  beef  broth.  Yes,  and  I 
declare  if  the  termatter  ain't  all  gone." 

"Humph !  then  I  guess  I'll  take  the  beef.  Needn't 
mmd  wrappin'  it  up.    So  long." 

He  departed  bearing  his  purchases.  When  Mr 
5..mmons,  proprietor  of  the  store,  returned,  Alpheus 
told  him  that  he  "  cal'lated  "  Captain  Cy  Whittaker 
was  preparing  to  "go  into  a  decline,  or  somethin'  " 
Anyhow,"  said  Alpheus,  "  he  bought  sass'p'riUa 
and  Arabian  Balsam,'  and  I  sold  him  a  can  of  that 
beef  soup  you  bough  three  year  ago  last  summer, 
when  Alicia  Atkins  had  the  chicken  pox." 

The  captain  entered  the  house  quietly  and  tiptoed 
to  the  door  of  the  bedroom.     Emily  was  asleep,  and 
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tje  sight  of  the  childish  head  upon  the  pillow  gave 
h  m  a  start  as  he  peeped  in  at  it.    It  looked  so  natu 

It    .r°I  "'  '^/.  ^''°"^"^  '''"'■    '^  had  been  in  a 
treX""'""'''"-^^--''-''^  had  slept 

Gabe  brin,ful  of  curiosity,  brought  the  box  a  little 
later.     H.s  cunos.ty  was  ungratified,  Captain  Cyrus 
«pia.n.ng  that  it  was  a  package  he  had  feen  expect! 
InH    fi.?'  "f ""  '°°^  'he  box  to  the  bedroom 
and    fi„d,„     ,he  child  still  asleep,  deposited  itTn' 

Jjtcher  "t  ."''*°'^'  °"  ''8=""-     "^  -nt  to  th^ 
k.chen,  poked  up  the  fire,  and  set  about  getting 

He  was  warming  the  beef  broth  in  a  saucepan  on 
the  stove  when  Emily  appeared.  She  was  dressed  in 
dry  clothes  f.uni  the  box  and  seemed  to  be  fS„" 
as  good  as  new.  ^ 

''Hello!"  exclaimed  Captain  Cy.  "You're  on 
deck  agam,  hey?    How's  icicles?  " 

"All  gone,--  was  the  reply.  "  Do  you  do  your 
own  work?  Can't  I  help?  I  can  s.c  the  table  I 
used  to  for  Mrs.  Oliver." 

The  captain  protested  that  he  could  do  it  himself 

wh  re'th       ■  .'"^  '''  '"'  P^"'"'"S'  he  showed  h 
nhere  the  d.shes  were  kept.     From  the  corner  of  h  s 

eye  he  waech.d  her  as  she  unfolded  the  tablecloth. 
'' It's  a:tldt;.''^°"^^°"'^^^«^''^he  inquired. 


'Hum!     Yes,  I 


ain't 


tended  up  to  my  washii 
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I'll  lose  my  job  if 


and  ironin'  the  way  I'd  ought  to. 

I  don't  l-ok  out,  hey?  " 

Before  .  cy  sat  down  to  the  meal  Captain  Cy  in- 

s.sted  that  h,s  guest  take  a  tablespoonful  of  the  sar- 

apanlla  and  decorate  her  throat  with  a  section  of 
red  flannel  soaked  in  the  'Arabian  Balsam'  The 
perfume  of  the  latter  was  penetrating  and  might 
have  mterfered  with  a  less  healthy  appetite  than  that 
of  Miss  Thomas. 

"  Have  some  soup?    Some  I  bought  purpose  for 
you      Best  thmg  goin'  for  folks  with  icicles,"  re- 
marked  the  captain,  waving  the  iron  spoon  he  had 
used  to  stir  the  contents  of  the  saucepan. 
_^  "_^Yes,  sir,  thank  you.     But  don't  you  ask  a  bless- 

"Hey?" 

fS(^  ^^'i"^:. '°"  ''"°''-  ^"'"■"S  '''«  y°"'«  thank, 
tul  tor  the  food  now  set  before  us." 

n.  "i^.T'u  ^''7'  '°  ''"  y°"  '^'  '""''•  I've  kind  of 
negkcted  that  I'm  afraid.  Bein'  thankful  for  the 
gnib  I  ve  had  lately  was  most  too  much  of  a  strain, 
I  shouldn't  wonder." 

''  I  know  the  one  mamma  used  to  say.    Shall  I  ask 
It  tor  you  ?  /  n. 

"  Sho  1    I  guess  so,  if  you  want  to  " 

The  girl  bent  her  head  and  repeated  a  short  grace 

taptain  Cy  watched  her  curiously. 

"  Now,  I'll  have  some  soup,  please,"  observed  Em- 

'ly.        I  m  awful  hungry.     I  had  breakfast  at  five 
1 06 
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whole  affair  seemed  too  ridiculous  to  be  an  actual 

thT;":"\  """T  "''''  ''^  -'I  ^--^  «t  ended  to 
he  dishes,  he  washing  and  she  wiping.    And  even  at 

h,s  early  stage  of  their  acquaintance'her  d^spos  ion 

au     wittr;?''"^''.  ""  ''"P"-'-     She' found 

a     the   Lh     ,    u     r*^'''  '^''  ^"'  =''-°"  «  bad 

same    et  ha?       '  "''•      ''°"'''''^'"«  '^^'  '^•«= 

same  set  had  been  .n  use  since  Mrs.  Beasley's  depar- 

ture,  the  cnt,c,srn  was  not  altogether  baseless.     But 

h    young  ,,dy  did  not  stop  there-her  companion' 

skiJl  as  a  washer  was  questioned 

plate^'aTbr'^fV"''^'  "  ^"'  '^""'^  ^^^  '^'"^^  '^at 
see  that  nl  t  '^""'  °'"-      '  «"«''  y°"  didn't 

see  that  place  m  the  corner.    Perhaps  you've  foreot 

your^sp^s.    Auntie  Oliver  couldn't  see^we.l^lZt 
waSriS^li;?,;:^,:^ -'^  ^^-  a  second 

"  No,  sir,  'twas  mamma.  She  couldn't  bear  dirty 
th-ngs.  Aunfe  used  to  say  that  mamma  hunted  dust 
w,  h  a  magnifying  glass.  She  didn't,  though  she 
only  hked  to  be  neat.  I  guess  dust  doesn't  worry 
men  so  much  as  it  does  women  "  ^ 

"Why?" 

.»,■' .°''' .'"."f  '^"^''  '°  """'^  °^  it  here;  don't  you 
thmkso?     I'll  help  you  clean  up  by  and  by,  if;:: 
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'Yes, 


sir.    I  used  to  dust  i 


,.«,nK      «„H       '  '°"'«'''""  vvhen  mamma 

so  hard  that  :?„tier„!d;",tr'  '"  '  ''"  '" 

cH^;°;st:^:tmS^2r''''"'— • 

pictures  on  the  walls     He     '    ^        T"""''  '"'^  '*"= 
moment  and  then  asked  "''^'""^  ^^  ^^  ^ 

•w:tSt:iji:'?t'"'/r-'"-'^-? 

dust  thou  Shalt  return.     F   °"".'''°"  "^  «"d  ""to 

i^-ily  shoofwheTd"'''^'"'^ '''"-•■ 
and  tSkJlg.'"''"  "''■■  '■ '  ""  °"'^  ^°°'''"S  ^'  things 
,ecre™- ''■"'•   ''''     ''''^^    ^''-t?   or  is   that    a 

^eZLmanJr:::^^^^-''-— dif. 

i-e"rh;dj".\r"- 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  think  I  do.     Ifc  „„^  , 
things  in  it  that  I  never  saw  befor    Et    ^°°'','"^">' 
pretty-after  you  get  used  to  tm  '        '  '""  ^'^^''•^ 

taptam  Cy  laughed  aloud.     "After  v. 
to -em,  hey? -he  repeated  ^^^t^"- ^^  get  used 

"Y«,sir.    That's  what  mamma  said  about  Auntie 
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Oliver's  new  bonnet  that  she  made  herself.  1-1  was 
thinking  that  you  must  be  peculiar  " 

"Peculiar?" 

"  Yes,  sir.  I  like  peculiar  people.  I'm  peculiar 
myself^    Auntie  used  to  say  I  was  the  most  p 

P  raps  God  meant  for  peculiar  ones  to  live  together. 
Won  t  you  think  maybe  that  was  it  ?  " 

nott"nV'''  ""'""'  '"■'"'  "°  '"""  '''^''  ''''^ 

their  usual  call    peeped  in  at  the  window,  they  were 

m      Cant'-^'^^^'''""   '"  '''  WhittJker  silg 

u   u  u  T^""  ^-   ^''  '"'^'l  '■"  *e  rocking  chair 

which  had  been  hi,  grandfather's.     At  his  ffet    on 

the  walnut  cricket  with  a  haircloth  top,  sat  a  litt  e  «irl 

turning  over  the  leaves  of  a  tattered  mag  le    j 

and  looking  over  ^r  Lllde^^X^rsTuS 

likeThaTilt;'^'^-  ■''''  ^°°'"  '°°^^^  -«  ^^' 
iike  than  it  had  since  its  owner  returned  to  it 

The  friends  entered  without  knocking.     Captain 

•■So  Wr '"' '''--'  -^™ 

CnnT     u      ^  ■       ^'   "''^-      "Glad   to   see   you 
M    "IL""-     Clearin' off  fine,  ain't  it?"  ^ 

Mr.  Tidditt  replied  absently  that  he  wouldn't  h. 

occupant  of  the  cricket,  said  nothing, 
no 
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said  you  was  th^a  dpeaLd  ~fr' '''''"'' 
you  bought  sassyrillaTnd  trki  d  of  /rf.  'S" 
was  afraid  you  had  f,.,,.        7  ^""^^-     He 

cruisin.  rouL  in  ?h?:r;1tr"  °"  °k  ^°"  ''"'^' 
gang  weren't  talkin- of  "11- le°  "'"'""^-  '^'"^ 
thought  we'd  con,e  right tl""'  "  ""^  ^"'^  ^^''^^^ 

offand;e?d':;''''r'lw"^^-  ^^•^^^--hings 
ley  and  the  rest  but  T-  m  "^  '°  '^'"PP'''«  Sma.l- 
"ake  my  own  b;d  Th    ^       ''  '°  ^'  "P  ^"^-er- 

that  soup  he  sold  me  TM  K  .•  "*  '°  ''^^  "n 
You  telfhimZtelLdho;  ""'"•'  =""  "°- 
'■f  you  like  it,  bu  i?  s"ms  °  T'"'  "  ""  "^''^ 
'■"  it.  It  only  chaLe,  h  ,  ""'  '°  P"'  '""d 
taste."  ^       ^"  "'^  '°'°'-  ^'"1  don't  help  the 

vemu;ed'rrT;,3TL    ""  "''"  "^""^  ^*  ^->.  -w 
"Is  that  a  relation  of  yours,  Cy?  "  he  asked 

-'t^::;hu^;eirti;:si-V-^^^-- 

Can.  you  shake  ha:ds,'S:p'V^  ^~^''-s. 

waro;;?r:;ii;d  't  ^"^  '"^«-'"^'  -'^-^h 

in  crinoline  ad  ci''    7'  °'  '  «^°"P  °^  '^^^'^ 

extended  a  hand  SrSift"'"' ""^^  ^''^  ^°°'"' 

How  do  you  do,  sir?  "she  said. 
Ill 
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hi;*  i 


I'm   pretty  smart, 


"Why— er— how  d'ye   do? 
thank  you.    How's  yourself?  " 

"  I'm  better  now.  I  guess  the  sass'pariUa  was 
good  for  me." 

"  'Twan't  the  sass'p'riUa,"  observed  the  captain 
with  conviction.  " 'Twas  the  'Arabian  Balsam.' 
Ma  always  cured  me  with  it  and  there's  nothin' 
finer." 

"  But  what  in  time—"  began  Bailey.  Captain 
Cy  glanced  at  the  child  and  then  at  the  clock. 

"Don't  you  think  you'd  better  turn  in  now,  Em- 
mie? '  he  said  hastily,  cutting  off  the  remainder  of 
the  Bangs  query.  "  It's  after  eight,  and  when  I  was 
little  I  was  abed  afore  that." 

Emily  obediently  turned,  gathered  up  the  Lady's 
Books  and  replaced  them  in  the  closet.  Then  she 
went  to  the  dining  room  and  came  back  with  a  hand 
lamp. 

"  Good  night,"  she  said,  addressing  the  visitors, 
ihen,  coming  close  to  the  captain,  she  put  her  face 
up  for  a  kiss. 

"  Good  night,"  she  said  to  him,  adding,  "  I  like  it 
here  ever  so  much.    I'm  awful  glad  you  let  me  stay." 

As  Bailey  told  Asaph  afterwards.  Captain  Cy 
blushed  until  the  ends  of  the  red  lapped  over  at  the 
nape  of  his  neck.    However,  he  bent  and  kissed  the 

han'd     '  '  "  ''"'''''''  '""'^"^  ^'"  °''^"  ""'"'^  ^'' 

"Yes,  yes,"   he   stammered.      "  Well— er— good 
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nighty   Pleasant  drea.s  to  you.     See  you  in  the 

worv'h^''"'  "'"''.^   "'  '^'   '^"^^»  door.     "You 
wont  have  to  unbutton  my  waist  now,"  sl,e  said 
Th.s  ,s  niy  other  one  and  it  ain't  that  kind  ' 

lis  tnends,  led  the  way  to  the  dining  room. 
taJrrhr"'^^^'"''^^''*^^-'^-     "^Vecan 
Naturally,  they  wanted  to  know  all  about  the  girl 
who  she  was  and  where  she  came  from      Caotafn  r 

eart  to  d  sturb  'im  '     Spm„  •  ■  '  ^"^ 

seemed  so  comfLble  h:rTVl\7ad";H''  f  ^'""'^ 
disturb  her— yet."  ^  ^''^  ''"«  to 
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^^   ''  But  she  said  she  was  goin'  to  stay,"  put  in  Bailey. 

You  ain't  goin'  to  keep  her,  art  you?  " 

The  captain's  indignation  was  intense. 

"Who— me?  "he  snorted.  "  What  do  you  think 
1  anif  I  ain't  runnin'  an  orphan  asylum.  No,  sir' 
1  II  keep  the  young  one  a  day  or  so— or  maybe  a  week 
—and  then  I'll  pack  her  off  to  Betsy  Howes.  I  ain't 
so  soft  as  they  think  I  am.    /'//  show  'em !  " 

Mr.  Tidditt  looked  thoughtful. 

"She's  a  kind  of  cute  little  girl,  ain't  she?"  he 
observed. 

Captain  Cy's  frown  vanished  and  a  smile  took  its 
place. 

"That's  so,"  he  chuckled.  "  She  is,  now  that's  a 
tact !     I  don  t  know's  I  ever  saw  a  cuter." 


CHAPTER    VII 

CAPTAIN   CY   PROVES   DELINQUENT 

A  WEEK  isn't  a  very  long  time  even  in  Bayport. 
.  .:'  !:     TJ'"'  °''''  ^  '^^""""^■-  f°^  -  Boston 
th.        M       ,?"■    ,    "'^  '^''°  ''P"'"^d  his  ankle  on 
he  ,cy  s,dewalk  .n  front  of  Sin,mons's.  and  was  there" 
fore  obliged  to  remain  in  the  front  bedroom  of  the 
perfect  boarding  house  for  seven  whole  day^    He  i 

b^rhirn;r''^^"--'-^^^°p^^Hemi:;: 

"  Brother  ".asked  the  shocked  Rev.  Mr.  Daniels 
who  was  calling  upon  the  stranger,  "  are  vou  nre 
pared  to  face  eternity?"  are  you  pre- 

weirthir;  ""  ''';.-r^«-  -ply.      .'After  a 

Tlir  (L  '  '"'  '"  '^''  ''"'""''-  ?  Look  here, 
M.ster,  ,f  you  want  to  scare  me  about  the  future  vou 
just  h,nt  that  they'll  put  me  on  a  straw  tickTn  a„Tce 

;ftrthi"r'''"^''°'-'^''-'^'"-'^^etem;ti:g 

But  to  us,  who  live  here  throughout  the  year    a 

""le  giri  still  there  and  apparentlv 
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no  nearer  being  shipped  to  Indiana  than  when  she 
came.  Not  so  near,  if  Mr.  Tidditt's  opinion  counts 
tor  anything. 

"  Gone?  "  he  repeated  scoffingly  in  reply  to  Bailey 
Bangs  s  question.     "  Course  she  ain't  gone !     And 
what's  more,  she  ain't  goin'  to  go.     Whit's  got  so 
already  that  he  wouldn't  part  with  her  no  more'n 
he  d  cut  off  his  hand." 

"  But  he  keeps  sayin'  she's  got  to  go.  Only  yester- 
day he  was  tellin'  how  Betsy'd  feel  when  the  girl 
landed  on  her  with  his  letter  in  her  pocket." 

"  Sayin'  don't  count  for  nothin'.  Zoeth  Cahooh 
keeps  sayw'  he's  goin'  to  stop  drinkin',  but  he  only 
stops  long  enough  to  catch  his  breath.  Cy's  tellin' 
h.mself  fairy  yarns  and  he  hopes  he  believes  'em 
Man  ahve!  can't  you  see?  Ain't  he  gettin'  more 
foolish  over  the  young  one  every  day?  Don't  she 
boss  him  round  like  the  overseer  on  a  cranberry 
swamp?  Don't  he  look  more  contented  than  he  has 
sence  he  got  off  the  cars  ?  I  tell  you,  Bailey,  that  child 
fills  a  place  m  Whit's  life  that's  been  runnin'  to  seed 
and  needed  weedin'.  Nothin'  could  fill  it  better- 
unless  'twas  a  nice  wife." 

"  fTife/  Oh,  do  be  still !  I  believe  you're  woman- 
struck  and  at  an  age  when  it  hadn't  ought  to  be 
catchm'  no  more'n  whoopin'  cough."' 

Mr.  Bangs  and  the  town  clerk  were  the  only  ones 
except  Captam  Cy,  who  knew  the  whole  truth  con- 
cernmg  the  little  girl.     Not  that  the  child's  arrival 
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tween  Mice  P.,  ^^-     ^'^^  interview  be- 

nt    eslr     ^"^'"'^  '^'  ''P'''"  ">"«  have  been 
'"t_erest,ng,  judg.ng  by  the  lady's  account  of  it 

1  never  see  such  a  man  in  my  born  davs  "  Hp 

clared  Angie  diseustediv     "  v„         i  7  ,        ^  '     '^^' 

out  of  him.     Not  tha,  h.         -    T^'^"  '  ^"  "°'^'"' 

was'ht  rich  '  ""'''  "  «'="^  *°  ^^^  -e  as  if  I 

tarter'  V      t  ""'"''^  '°  "^"^'°"'  J^'  «'  ^  sort  of 

Ws  f all'      5"T'  T"'""'  ^''°"'  '"^^  --•^'•■v  crop 
th's  fall;  and  after  thac  all  he  could  say  was  '  cran 
bnes,    cranb'ries,    cranbVies!'      '  Hear   vn 
-p-ny.'  says  I.     •  Did  you  ?  •  says  he     '^o^aiS 

went  over  to  look  at  it'thte1id„-f:ertot"so 

--:.t  i;::d:Ji;  bi:L  li- r 


nes 


117 


and  I  left  that  house 


"II 


CY   VVHITTAKER'S   PLACE 

with  n,y  ^outh  all  puckered  up;  Ifs  tasted  sour  ever 
*'""■    ^"•^^s'- see  such  a  man  I" 

When  Captain  Cy  was  quest.oned  by  Asaoh  con 
cerrung  the  acid  conversation,  he  grinned.        '    ""' 

b-r^-i^vLTidZ/^'  '^  ^ 

"  I  ain't,"  was  the  reply  "  hut  I'm  „, 
'•r,  >._  ^L       I  "-P'r  •     ""c  1  m  more  mtere«tp(l 

f:s;;---h/h:^td7;iS 

rec.pt;  you  te„  Bailey  to  t^  it  L  ^1    .0:::^" 
de^  that  :e         'k'  ""'=''"  ^''  "^'^P'--  '"  ^     - 

::^^p^rr irr^ar;^^ 

s^'w^ruld^^^inrS^^^^^^^^^^ 

rs^!c^::--yr:^2tter 
£o^--t-ie^is;:--s^- 

"Be;sy  """^  enough  to  talk  when  I  send  herS 

That  time,  apparently,  was  not  in  the  near  future 
The  g,rl  stayed  on  at  the  Whittaker  place  and  ^Jew 
to  be  more  and  more  a  part  of  it     At  thr    f  fu 

second  week  Captain  C^eg:::all,C;t^.ni;'^ 
A  bos  n  s  a  m.ghty  handy  man  aboard  ship,"  he 
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thing  for  those  that  needed  it  -•'  """"^  "^^  ^  ^-^^ 

Think  I  need  it,  do  you?"  aslceH  fh 
who,  m  shirt  sleeves  and  sLoer,    h    ^  "P'""' 

a  quiet  forenoon  wifh  \       ■   '^     '    ""^  P^-epared  for 
Jp,.  "  ^"^  ^"  P'P«  =""1  the  Bosto,  Tra„. 

Lo;eltle"u7;,;ti  'ariTJ"  r  -''  -'- 

hadn't  been  for  a  Ion  "'  ^"^'''  '"'y''"  y"" 

different  In  South  aZIT     '  '""^  ^*-^^''"  "«= 

''e  first  llZZ  ltv:n^7i:T  '''"'''  '''- 

somnolent  than  edifvInT     i^ .    f  !  ™°"  "'^^  """"^ 
experiment      The    n  ^^'  '  ''"'^"'^  '"^P"'^''  ^^e 

of  a  conversation,  heard  by  Captain 
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a,  they  emerged  into  the  vestibule,  had  momentous 
consequences. 

unJer^hr  ^'^'"':  T""^  ^er  false  front  into  place 
under  the  eaves  of  her  Sunday  bonnet 

Pretty  enough  in  the  face,"  sniffed  Mrs.  "  Tad  " 
bm,pson.  who  was  wearing  her  black  silk  for  the  first 
^me  s,nce  ,ts  th.rd  making-over.    "  Pretty  enough  that 

nggeo.     Old  dress,  darned  and  patched  up  and  all 
outgrown  1     If  I  had  Cy  Whittaker's  money  I'd  o 
ashamed  to  have  a  relation  of  mine  come  to  meetin' 
tha    way.    Even  if  her  folks  was  poo.er'n  Job  s  off 

gettmg  .t  back  some  time.  I'd  have  more  care  for 
my  own  self-respect.  Look  at  Alicia  Atkins  See 
how  n,ce  she  looks.    Them  feathers  on  her  h  t  mu 

da^.The"":"''"''  '  '-'  ^°"-     "-'^y  ^o,  -Lid 
aear  .-■    When  s  your  pa  comin'  home  '  " 

The  Honorable  Heman  had  left  town  on  a  business 
tr.p  to  the  South.     Alicia  was  accompanied  bth 

wL°;;;::^''--'^'-"-'--^"^edre;rd- 

anH^.h'  ^''!"V"'''^'l  ^^^^«ly  "Pon  the  Atkms  heir 
and  then  added,  m  a  church  whisper:  "Don't  she 
look  sweet       I  agree  with  you,  Sarah;  it  is  Strang 

him  rS"'"  '"^'""^'^^  '"'  ''"  ^'"'^  "'-  g-     And 
"  Niece  ?  "  repeated  Mrs.  Simpson  eagerly.  "  Who 
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fW'as  his  niece'     [  (,.     i   . 

adopted  out  of  a  hoine.     nlLZuoV'^f  '''' 
yarns  about.    I_    cih         j  '°'^*  "^  quMr 

Hovv  do  you  do'  ••  ^°°'^  "'°"^'"''  Cap'n  Cyrus  1 

^e'':S:i~;---otHee.ecttHat 
was  a  scowl  on  his  f a  e  L  .  I  '°7"'^^'"8-  There 
'■"«  En,ily  by  the  LnT'he  led  !h  ""'^'^  'f'  ^^-  ""'d" 
"ening  he  dropped  in  at  th  I  "?  ''°'"'=-  ^hat 
and  begged  to  Cow  if  M.  Ba'n"  T  ""■''"^  ^-- 
•'oo'^^-j^aroundthatsh'd^L'?^^^^^^ 

won,en'Trd7Tn''^~hTs'a^""  T''  '''''"'''  "^ 
"Bos-n  likes  to  loo^at  eT  sT!'  '  '"  "P'^"'"°"- 
books,  Bos'n  is  "  '  ^reat  on  fashion 

^'- Ltrr;:;:;,^^'^  '^°""  --^^  ^^  ^he 

nature.  The  captairt^k'^r '"'"'^r''  °'  ^  ="■-''" 
departed,  whispeLrtoM/Tl""'^''  ''"  ""^  and 
latter  in  the  hall  •  ^  '  ^"^'^'"'  ''  ^'  Passed  the 

BwlgX^wlf^o^r  V^---'^-you. 

divorce  proceeding^'    ^      ""  '^°  "  ^'"'°"t  «arti„' 

^-t;";ootVapta;n°cT'''^^r '" '''  '"^'-'-^^^^ 

lou  see,  '  he  said    "  r     r' 
Bos'n— Emilv  that  Ic  '        ,     ^^  ''^^"  ''"'"kin'  that 

she  ought  to^  h":!;;''^'  "^"'^  ^'^^  - 

nave  you  fellers  noticed  It '  " 
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His  friends  seemed  surprised.  Neither  was  ready 
with  an  immediate  answer,  so  the  captain  went  on. 

"  Course  I  don't  mean  she  ain't  got  canvas  enough 
to  cover  her  spars,"  he  explained ;  "  but  what  she  has 
got  has  seen  consider'ble  weather,  and  it  seemed  to 
me  'twas  pretty  nigh  time  to  haul  her  into  dry  dock 
and  refit.  That's  why  I  borrowed  these  magazines 
of  Ketury.  I've  been  lookin'  them  over  and  there 
seems  to  be  plenty  of  riggin'  for  small  craft;  the  only 
thing  is  I  don't  know  what's  the  right  tjt  for  her 
build.  Bailey,  you're  a  married  man;  you  ought  to 
know  somethin'  about  women's  clothes.  What  do 
you  think  of  this,  now  ?  " 

He  opened  one  of  the  magazines  and  pointed  to 
the  picture  of  a  young  girl,  with  a  waspy  waist  and 
Lilliputian  feet,  who,  arrayed  in  flounces  and  furbe- 
lows, was  toddling  gingerly  down  a  flight  of  marble 
steps.  She  carried  a  parasol  in  one  hand,  and  the 
other  held  the  end  of  a  chain  to  which  a  long-haired 
dog  was  attached. 

The  town  clerk  and  his  companion  inspected  the 
young  lady  with  deliberation  and  interest. 

"  Well,  what  do  you  say?  "  demanded  Captain  Cy. 
"  I  don't  care  much  for  them  kind  of  dogs,"  ob- 
served Asaph  thoughtfully. 

"  Good  land!  you  don't  s'pose  they  heave  the  dog 
in   with   the   clothes,    for  good    measure,    do   you? 
Bailey,  what's  your  opinion  ?  " 
Mr.  Bangs  looked  wise. 
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•"I  »ho.>M  «y  that  wa3  ,  r«l  stylish  rig-out.'" 

''  I  Should  say-"  he  said,  "  yes,  sir,  I  should  .ay 
that  was  a  real  stylish  rig-out.  Only  thin?  is  tS 
g.rl  .s  consider'ble  less  fleshy  than  Ernily.    This  one 

■in'  in  two  amidshii 


looks  to  me  as  if  she  was  break 


Still,  r 


!rK:'!'j.'''.^'^"^'^-''-- ready  made, 


-  --J  —~  ""w^  uuii  I  come  re 

they  could  be  let  out  some,  to  fit.    What 


of  a  suit  like  that,  Whit? 


I  the  price 
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The  captain  looked  at  the  printed  number  beneath 
die  fa,h,o„  plate  and  then  turned  to  the  description 
in  the  text.  ^ 

_  "'  Afternoon  gown  for  miss  of  sixteen.'  "  he  read. 

bufhrif  ''"'"  '^'"'  ^'''  "'''^-     Bos'n  ain't 

out  half  of  sixteen." 

"Anyway,"  put  in  Asaph,  "you  need  somethin' 
she  could  wear  forenoons,  if  she  wanted  to.  What's 
this  one  ?    She  looks  young  enough." 

f.7  vu'Tr"  '■'ff''"^  '°  '"'■"'''  °»'  f°  be  a  "  coat 
for  ch.ld  of  four."  It, was  therefore  scornfully  re- 
jected.  One  after  another  the  different  magazines 
were  examined  and  the  pictures  discussed.  At  length 
a  costume  for  miss  of  eight  years  "  was  pronounced 
to  be  pretty  nearly  the  thing 

Tlt'^%tr'":'''^'''^''^  '^'  ^'^"''""g  Mr. 
In  ^^  ""^''^y  "^^'l'  ^i"'t  it?  What's 
the  stuff  goes  into  that,  Cy  ?  " 

batiJ^'wl'''  •^''•"''  '""""'=''  ^''^  embroidered 
batiste.     What  in  time  is  batiste  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know.    Do  you,  Bailev?  " 

like  IZ  "  r''  ^"'■'^  °l''-    ^"'"'■y  "^^^^  ^^^  "°'hin' 

Well  Ket  "  T  ^""^''  '  ^''""'''"'^  -°"der. 
Well,    Keturys   down    on    the    French    ever   sence 

she  read  about  Napoleon  leavin'  his  fust  wife  to 

^ake^up  with   another  woman.      Does   it   say  any 

"  Let's  see.    '  Makes  a  beautiful  gown  for  evening 
or  summer  wear.'    Summer  1     Why,  by  the  big  ,li^ 
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bus  J:  Cr- ;:i'°"  v"'  ^-r  ^  ^^'^  ^^'^ 

an  early  soring  „f  ^    f  .P""'  ^  '"""f  be  havin' 

beard  '^rjolTit'^^f,  ^"^  ^^f"  ' 
about  how  pretty  •liciaATkfnT  '  ^""^    °" 

mean  and  shabbv  C  ?  T'  ^°'  "P  '"'I  ^ow 
And,  by  the  bt  dlon  T  "v:*^'  ''  '"^''^^  -^  bile, 
afore  I^et  tt,  u^  '  ^  ""'"  ^''"^  '«'"  "omethin' 
arore  i  get  through,  tool     Only,  dressin'  KfM.    "  i 

's  some  off  my  usual  course  BaHel  H  ^  ^"^' 
make  her  own  duds?"  "ailey,  does  Ketury 

ordlrTt;t"EL  t"T  '^'  ^'^'"  '"^  '^='"d^  by  for 

while  -the"  Hggt-s^S  T'eIV'''^  ^'^^ 
and "  ^  ■     ^*=s  a  dressmaker 

'  There!    See   AepV    t*  • 

married  man  abolrd  a  ter   ll^  Tj  ^°°\'°  .»•-«  » 

we  wan.    ri,  hunt  Jp  Eltmorro^"^'^"^  ^"^ 

the  following  week  Id  E '7 '""'*'  day  during 
said,  ''rigge! ZTLTf  ^""'^  .^^='-  as  the  captain 
In  tkis  'Sine"  Cant  T''"  ''^"'  ^°  ''"■'°"-" 
-Josiah  dS  h^dT  /  ".'■'"'  '"°  P^«"^" 
''TheBoardofStratL"'\  *■"'"?'  ^'^^  P'''^ 

They  were  on  hand  wlnlS  L""'^'  '"'""^- 
wnen  each  new  garment  was 
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tried  on,  and  they  approved  or  criticised  as  seemed 
to  them  best. 

"  Ain't  that  kind  of  sober  lookin'  for  a  young  one 
like  Bos'n?"  asked  the  captain,  referring  to  one  of 
the  new  gowns.  "  I  don't  want  her  to  look  as  if  she 
was  dressed  cheap." 

"  Land  sakes  I  "  mumbled  Miss  Taylor,  her  mouth 
full  of  pins.  "  There  ain't  anything  cheap  about  It, 
and  you'll  find  it  out  when  yru  get  the  bill.  That's 
a  nice,  rich,  sensible  suit." 

"  I  know,  but  it's  so  everlastin'  quiet  1  Don't  you 
think  a  little  yellow  and  black  or  some  red  strung 
along  the  yards  would  sort  of  liven  it  up?  Why! 
you  ought  to  see  them  Greaser  girls  down  in  South 
America  of  a  Sunday  afternoon.  Color!  and  go! 
Jerushy  1  they'd  pretty  nigh  knock  your  eye  out." 

The  dressmaker  sniffed  disdain. 

"  Cap'n  Whitiaker,"  she  retorted,  "  if  you  want 
this  child  to  look  like  an  Indian  squaw  or  a  barber's 
pole  you'll  have  to  get  somebody  else  to  do  it.  I'm 
used  to  dressing  Christians,  not  yeller  and  black 
heathen  women.  Red  strung  along  a  skirt  like  that  I 
I  never  did !  " 

"  There,  there,  Effie !  Don't  get  the  barometer 
fallin'.  I  was  only  suggestin',  you  know.  What  do 
you  think,  Bos'n?" 

"  Why,  Uncle  Cyrus,  I  don't  believe  I  should  like 
red  very  much;  nor  the  other  colors,  either.  I  like 
this  just  as  it  is." 
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r,lf°\  ^fj  7°"'"  ^^^  '^°"°'-  M^ybe  you're 
right.  I  wou  dn't  want  you  to  look  like  a  barber's 
pole.  Don  t  love  Tad  Simpson  enough  to  want  to 
advertise  his  business." 

Miss  Taylor's  coming  had  other  results  besides  the 
refitting  of  Bos'n."  She  found  much  fault  with  the 
captains  housekeeping.  It  developed  that  her  sister 
Oeorgiana,  who  had  been  wor:.;ng  in  a  Brockton  shoe 
shop,  was  now  at  home  and  might  be  engaged  to  at- 
tend  to  the  household  duties  at  the  Whittaker  estab- 
lishment, provided  she  was  allowed  to  "go  home 
nights.  Georgiana  was  engaged,  on  trial,  and  did 
weij.    bo  that  problem  was  solved. 

School  in  Bayport  opens  the  first  week  in  October. 
Ut  late  there  has  been  a  movement,  headed  by  some 
of  the  townspeople  who  think  city  ways  are  best,  to 
have  the  term  begin  in  September.  But  this  idea  has 
little  r  -nee  of  success  as  long  as  cranberry  picking 
contmv  3  be  our  leading  industry.  So  many  of  the 
children  help  out  the  family  means  by  picking  cran- 
berries  ,n  the  fall  that  school,  until  the  picking  season 
was  over,  would  be  slimly  atterded. 

The  last  week  in  September  found  us  all  discussir- 
the  coming  of  the  new  downstairs  teacher,  Mis^ 
Phflebe  Dawes.  Since  it  was  definitely  settled  that 
she  was  to  come,  the  opposition  had  died  down  and 
was  less  openly  expressed;  but  it  was  there,  all  the 
same,  beneath  the  surface.  Congressman  Atkins  had 
accepted  the  surprising  defiance  of  his  wish  with  calm 
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dignity  and  the  philosophy  of  the  truly  great  who  are 
not  troubled  bv  triflp«     H;.  i-  5,  ^"^^ 

otherwise     iZ    .""^ht-or  appeared  to  think- 

This  attitude  was  considered  by  most  of  us  to  re 
fleet  credit  upon  Mr  Atkin,     Tl,  . 
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saw  him 


thTt  IVJ  *'"=  ^;^''-  But  you  can  see  for  yourself 
that  we  11  have  to  cart  water  from  now  on.  How- 
ever, /  am  t  responsible;  throw  me  down  the  soap  and 

''  Humph  1"  grunted  Smalley,  "  I  don't  see  what 
that  s  got  to  do  with  it     Heman  ain't  takin'  no  bal'' 

But  he  1°^  I  "'  ^°'  ^"^*'"^  '°  do  with  it. 

But  he  kmd  or  made  me  think  of  Zeb,  all  the  same." 
The  first  day  of  school  was,  of  course,  a  Monday 
On  Sunday  afternoon  Captain  Cy  and  Bos'n  went  fo 

th^iuu    u        '''"''  ^'"^  ^''"""^  ^  r<=g"lar  part  of 
the  Sabbath  programme,  the  weather,  of  course  ner 
n,.t,ng.    After  church  the  pair  cam^  home  fS  Z 

a  cLr        ""        "^  "J '"•  '•"=  "P^^'"  -°"ld  light 
a  cgar-a  p.pe  was  now  hardly  "  dressed-up  "  enough 

for  Sunday-and,  taking  his  small  partner  by  the 

hand  would  lead  the  way  across  the  fields,  through 

he  pmes  and  down  by  the  meadow  "  shor^  cut  •' ^o 

LtTr7:  T'^  Tf  ^  ''  ^  ^^^--'^  Sabbath 
of  itl!Th  "  ""/^  ^'yP°"'  ^^°  "^"-"y  speak 
of  .t  as  the  graveyard.  It  is  a  pleasant,  shady  spot 
and  to  v.s.t  ,t  ,s  considered  quite  respectable  and  in 

The  ungodly,  meanmg  the  summer  boarders  and  the 

V  Ilage  no-accounts,  seem  to  prefer  the  beach  and  the 

fish  houses,  but  the  cemetery  attracts  the  churchgoers 
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One  may  gossip  concerning  the  probable  cost  of  , 

attendance  to  churchly  duties  and  that  0/^.^ 

af"™f  "h tn'olrhld'h  '^^^T^'  °"  ^"""^^ 
w.-ft,  I,-      •    L-   ,  '""'"^■^  "ad  been  used  to  stroll  there 

r"',r„^:''°'''~''' -'■'■''-■' '■in. .««» 

u.u  now     tdwin  Simpson,  our  onlv  son  "  h,A 
been  "accidentally  shot  in  the  West Td!     " 

Th.  ™  „„  Mms  on  the  ,h.l|„  „,„  "°  T'™' 
»»nd  bench  i,  ,|,<,„d  „1|„„   chri™)      j 

bw  »i*  d.,.  ,„.n .  j.;„  Lt.tr  r„x 
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on  your  .a's  sId      t  p  1 "  th"t  H   T  '"°°'^ 
does.    There's  days  wheri  L  °^  '  '''"'' 

and  hanker  for  a  de^k  unH  "."'''^  '^'^  '"'""'^ 

roon,  floor  sta  s  aWethefr     •""     '"""=  ""'"' 
that;  I'd  like  to  feeHt  Wn^o  '"*     °"  '  '^^'^  '"'^ 

been  think"' "^bou   "'  '  t  ^'T  '"'^^•-  "  ^'- 
haven't  you?"  ^  "  ""  ''""  ^^  school, 

"  Sartin       Z   ?    J""""  P'P"''  '"""^  e^ery  night  ?  " 

better  ;„     There'    a  „e"  '    "'j"'  *'^'  "'^'^''^  ^^'^^ 
she's  pfetty  good  .'  '"'''"  ^°'"'"''  ^"^  I  hear 

w:f^;^^::i:.-L-™«-.ou 

was  so.e  responsible  for  her  bS    o^ed  i     yII 
don  t  really  know  anything  about  her     You  J/J 
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What  do  you  think?    Want  to 


well,  never  mind, 
go?" 

Bos'n  looked  troubled. 

"  I'd  like  to,"  she  said.  "  Course  I  want  to  learn 
how  to  read  the  big  words,  too.  But  I  like  to  stay 
at  home  with  you  more." 

"You  do,  hey?    Sho,  shol     Well,  I  guess  I  can 
get  along  between  times.    Georgiana's  there  to  keep 
jne  straight  and  she'll  .,ee  to  the  dust  and  the  dishes 
I  guess  you  d  better  go  to-morrer  mornin'  and  see  how 
you  like  It,  anyhow." 

The  child  thought  for  a  moment. 
"  I  think  you're  awful  good,"  she  said.  "  I  like 
you  next  to  mamma;  even  better  than  Auntie  Oliver. 
I  printed  a  letter  to  her  the  other  day.  I  told  her  you 
were  better  than  we  expected  and  I  had  decided  to 
live  with  you  always." 

.U  ^A^"i\'^^  7"'  """'"''■  Considering  that,  only 
the  day  before,  he  had  repeated  to  Bailey  the  declara- 
tion  that  the  arrangement  was  but  temporary,  and 
that  Betsy  Howes  was  escaping  responsibility  only  for 
a  month  or  so,  he  scarcely  knew  what  to  say. 

Humph!"  he   grunted.     "You've  decided   it 
aveyou?     Well,  we'll  see.     Now  you  ^.ot  around 
and  have  a  good  time.     !•„,  goin'  to  have  another 
smoke.     I'll  be  here  when  you  get  back  " 

Bos'n  wandered  off  in  search  of  late  golden  rod. 
Ihe  captain  smoked  and  meditated.     By  and  by  the 
puffs  were  less  frequent  and  the  cigar  went  out.     It 
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11  cZ  !''V«"8;"-    With  hi,  back  against  a  pi„c 
tree  Captain  Cy  dozed  peacefully 

The  next  moment  the  captain  was  plunging  through 
the  scrub  of  huckleberry  and  bayberry  bushes  bump 

ran  m  the  direction  of  the  call. 

Back  of  the  pine  grove  was  a  big  inclosed  pasture 

was  ti/irrr  °' ;  r'^  '°"^-  ^^^  -^  "-"^^^ 

was  the  .ron  fence  of  the  cemetery.    The  other  three 
s-des  were  marked  by  rail  fences  and  a  stone  wall 
As  the  captain  floundered  from  the  grove  and  vauT^ 
the  rail  fence  he  swore  aloud 

heifeH  'V  f  "'^  ^'"T"  ^'  ^'■°^"^'^'  "  '"''  ^hat  cussed 

fwomin'.^'"  '"•     ^^^'^  "^'^<   «-•"  «iHl 

The  pasture  was  tenanted  by  a  red  and  white  cow 

a^  m  >  ;'^°?'^^""''  ^^''°°"     Whether  or    ot  thi 
animal  had,  during  her  calfhood  days,  been  inju  ed 
by  a  woman  is  not  known ;  possibly  he   behavio   was 
due  merely  to  innate  depravity     At  anv  rZ      u 
c  erished  a  mortal  hatred'  towI;d  Lrbrgst; 
her  own  sex.     With  men  and  boys  she  was  meek 
enough,   but  no  person  wearing  skirts,   and  aZe 
m-ght  venture  In  that  field  without  being  chased  by 
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that  cow  What  would  happen  if  the  pursued  one 
was  caught  could  only  be  surmised,  for' so  far.  no 
femak  had  permitted  herself  to  be  caught.      Few 

Z:tT  ""  "  ""^  "  '''  """  '''^"^  ^^^  p- 

Bos'n  had  forgotten  the  cow.    She  had  gone  from 

one  golden-rod  clump  to  another  until  she  had  tr" 

ZT  ''''•."PP*"^'!  ^'•°'"  behind  a  knoll  in  the 
pasture  and.  head  down  and  bellowing  wickedly,  had 
rushed  upon  her  When  the  captain  reached  th  far 
off  fence  the  httle  girl  was  dodging  from  one  dwarf 
pme  to  the  next,  with  the  cow  in  pursuit  The  nines 
were^f^w  and  Bos'n  was  nearly  "at  the  e„?:f''H":; 

yo^^Xstirrr-'-     "^'"-'^-''ereare 

Captain  Cy  roared  in  answer 

"  Keep  it  up !  "  he  yelled.    "  I'm  a-comin' !    Shoo  • 
you^everlastm'   cntter!      I'll   break   your  back    f^r 

The  cow  didn't  understand  English  it  seemed,  even 
such  vigorous  English  as  the  captain  was  using     E^" 

upon  htr^He;'^  '^"  ''"'■    ''''  -'"'^'  ^^  ^^^ 
upon  her.    Her  rescuer  was  still  far  away 

And  then  the  cemetery  gate  opened  and  another 
person  entered  the  pasture.    A  small  person-aTom 

irailt't "     r?"^'  '"^  P'^'^'"^  "P  h-  skirt,,  r^n 
straight  toward  the  cow,  heedless  of  the  latter's  ;epu" 
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tation  and  vicious  appearance.    One  hand  clutched 
the  gathered  skirts.    In  the  other  she  held  a  book 
"  Don't  be  scared,  dear,"  she  called  reassuringly. 

thfngl  ••         '"'''  "  ''"^  '"    ^°  ''''^'  y°"  ''''^''^ 
The  animal  heard  the  voice  and  turned.     Seeing 
that  the  newcomer  was  only  a  woman,  she  lowered 
ner  head  and  pawed  the  ground. 

"  Run  for  the  gate,  little  girl,"  commanded  the 
rescuer.  "Run  quick  1"  Bos'n  obe.  -1.  She  made 
a  desperate  dash  from  her  pine  across  the  open  space, 
and  m  another  moment  was  safe  Inside  the  cemc.cry 
fence.  ' 

"  Scat!  Go  home!  "  ordered  the  lady,  advancing 
toward  the  cow  and  shaking  the  book  at  her,  as  if 
the  volume  was  some  sort  of  deadly  weapon.  "  Aren't 
you  ashamed  of  yourself  1  Go  away!  You  needn't 
growl  at  me  1    I'm  not  a  bit  afraid  of  you." 

The  "  growling  "  was  the  muttered  bellow  with 
which  the  cow  was  wont  to  terrorize  her  feminine 
victims.  But  this  victim  refused  to  be  terrorized. 
Instead  of  screaming  and  running  she  continued  to 
advance,  brandishing  the  book  and  repeating  her  or- 
ders  that  the  creature  "  go  home  "  at  once.  The  cow 
did  not  know  what  to  make  of  it.  Before  she  could 
decide  whether  to  charge  or  retreat,  a  good-sized  stick 
descended  upon  her  back  w"  h  a  "  whack  "  that  set- 
tled the  question.  Captain  Cy  had  reached  the  scene 
of  battle. 
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Bos  „  who  was  sobbing  and  hysterical.  ^ 

lnt^^^:ZsX.'''^t?r  "  --■"« -Crushed. 
withaJn     V  ?    P'.'.''"'  ''"  "P  ^"'^^  holding  her 
with  a  gnp  which  testified  to  the  nerve  strain  h.  h  a 
been  under,  stepped  forward  to  Tel    £  TtrLt 
whose  coming  had  been  so  opportune.  ^    ' 

woman   q„ietly  dressed,  and  her  ha.r   under  aTea 
bl  de  and  wh.te  hat,  was  brown.    The  hat  was  nTw 

ar    ntd°  T  ff    /"'  *'^  '^'"'^  "'*''  ^''^  '-^'  bit  dil 
tuck.nl  t  !h  '!'     "°.  ''  ''"  ""becoming.    She  was 

■•ntsXtrur^^  ^^  ^''^  -''-•"•  --^^^  Bos-n 

"Well    ma'am  I"  puffed  Captain   Cy.     "  f^^ll 

you."  '^°"  '  ''""^  bow  to  thank 

Thl'lhV'^^"^  ''.'"''"  '^  """"^"^  before  replying 
Ihen  she  began  to  laugh,  a  jolly  laueh  thf. 
pleasant  to  hear.  ^      ^     "*'  ^** 
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saw  her  chasing  your  poor  little  g",  here  itew 

Wonder  I  didn.  ?eirhe;t  li"', w  r^^^ 
I  shook  that  ridiculous  book  at  he^was— '-'^  ^'' 
in  the  t^  k'''-'^''"  '"'^  ^'•"=  "P*«!"  -nd  Bos'n  joined 

■j"^;^>^i::^S^«^.^Stfn 

from  the  table  bef.re  I  left  the  place  Xe  I'm  sta 

ot  det  1  .^r  h:';rr  "^  —- — - 

able  now?  •'  '  '  ^'  ""^  ^''  ^"^  '"°^'=  ^"Pect- 

But  JtZ  teitvl''"'  °" " ''"  ''"'•  ^  ^''""•'^  ^«y- 

and--!"  '^°"'  •"'=""•  y^"  ''°'"=  '■■'"Ply  great 

"  Seems  to  me  the  people  who  own  that  cow  must 

se  /  'Z'''  '°  J^'  'r  "'^"'^  ^"^^  ^  nuisance" 
self.    D  d  your  daughter  run  away  from  you?  " 

t.r     R     '  r  ""'  ""'""•  ''"=  ="■"''  really  my  dau^h 
sh  ^°:^",''^— 'hat's  my  nickname  for  h"'  ma'am 
-she  and  I  was  out  walkin'.    I  set  down  in  the  pine" 
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and  I  guess  I  must  have  dozed  off.  Anyhow,  when 
I  woke  up  she  was  gone,  and  the  first  thing  I  knew 
of  this  scrape  was  hearin'  her  hail." 

The  little  woman's  manner  changed.  Her  gray 
eyes  flashed  indignantly. 

"  You  dozed  off  ?  "  she  repeated.  "  With  a  little 
girl  in  your  charge,  and  in  the  very  next  lot  to  that 
cow?  Didn't  you  know  the  creature  chased  women 
and  girls  ?  " 

"  Why,  yes;  I'd  heard  of  it,  but " 

"  It  wasn't  Uncle  Cyrus's  fault,"  put  in  Bos'n 
eagerly.    "  It  was  mine.    I  went  away  by  myself." 

Beyond  shifting  her  gaze  to  the  child  the  lady  paid 
no  attention  to  this  remark. 

"  What  do  you  think  her  mother  '11  say  when  she 
sees  that  dress?  "  she  asked. 

It  was  Emily's  btst  gown,  the  finest  of  the  new 
"  rig  out  "  prepared  by  Miss  Taylor.  The  girl  and 
Captain  Cy  gazed  ruefully  at  the  rents  and  pitch 
stains  made  by  the  vines  and  pine  trees. 

"  Well,  you  see,"  replied  the  abashed  captain,  "  the 
fact  is,  she  ain't  got  any  mother." 

"Oh!  I  beg  your  pardon.  And  hers,  too,  poor 
dear.  Well,  if  I  were  you  I  shouldn't  go  to  sleep 
next  time  I  took  her  walking.    Good  afternoon." 

She  turned  and  calmly  walked  down  the  path.  At 
the  bend  she  spoke  agnin. 

"  I  should  be  gentk  >s  ith  her.  if  I  were  you,"  she 
said.     "  Her  nerves  are  pretty  well  upset.     Besides, 
138 


CAPTAIN   CY  PROVES   DELINQUENT 

if  you'll  excuse  my  saying  so,  I  don't  think  she  is  the 
one  that  needs  scolding  "  ^ 

mole' to  S'^'/'r  '''  «°"^'  ''"'  ''''«  '--d  ""ce 
more  to  add  a  final  suggestion. 

1  think  that  dress  could  be  fixed,"  she  said  "  if 
yeu  took  ,t  to  some  one  who  knew  about  such  w;gs  '' 
She  disappeared  amidst  the  graveyard  shru  bf^ 
Captam  Cy  and  Bos'n  slowly  followedher.  From  the 
pasture  the  red  and  white  cow  sent  after  Zm  a 
broken-spinted  "Moo I" 

Bos'n  was  highly  indignant.     During  the  home 
ward  walk  she  sputtered  like  a  damp  firecracker 

The  ,dea  of  her  talking  so  to  you.  Uncle  Cyrus  1  " 
sh.  exclaimed.    "  It  wasn't  your  fault  at  all  " 
^Ihe  captam  smiled  one-sidedly 
'I  don't  know  about  that,  shipmate,"  he  said    "  I 

she  t  zn  ^"  ^iT  ^"'^ "°  ^""^'  -- 

Who  in  tl  H-  ^      !  '^'  ^"^  ^P""''  "P  '°  ^hat  heifer  1 
Who  m  the  dickens  do  you  cal'late  she  is?  " 
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THAT  question  was  answered  the  very  next 
day.     Bos'n,  carefully  dressed  by  Georgi- 
anna  under  the  captain's  supervision,  and 
weighted  down  with  advice  and  counsel  from  the  lat- 
ter started  for  the  schoolhouse  at  a  quarter  to  nine 
Only  a  sense  of  shame  kept  Captain  Cy  from  walking 
to  school  with  her.    He  spent  a  miserable  forenoon 
They  were  quite  the  longest  three  hours  in  his  varied 
experience.    The  house  «vas  dreadfully  lonely     He 
wandered   from   kitchen   to   sitting   room,    worried 
Georgianna,  woke  up  the  cat,  and  made  a  complete 
nuisance  of  himself.    Twelve  o'clock  found  him  lean- 
ing over  the  gate  and  looking  eagerly  in  the  direction 
or  the  schjolhouse. 

Bos'n  ran  all  the  way  home.     She  was  in  a  high 
state  of  excitement. 

''^kat  do  you  think,  Uncle  Cyrus?"  she  cried. 
What  do  you  think?     I've  found  out  .who  the  cow 
lady  IS  I  " 

"The  cow  lady?    Oh,  yes,  yes!    Have  you?    Who 
IS  she  ?  " 
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"She's  teacher,  that's  who  she  Is!  " 
The  captain  was  astonished. 
"No!"  he  exclaimed.     "  Ph«be  Dawes? 
don  t  say  so  I    Well,  well  1" 

''Yes,  sir     When  I  went  into  school  and  found 

what  to  do.  She  knew  me,  too,  and  said  good  mom- 
ng  and  was  I  all  nght  again  and  was  my  dress  really 

as  bad  as  .t  looked  to  be  ?  I  told  her  that  Georgianna 
hought  s  e  cou  d  fix  it,  and  if  she  couldn't,  hef  sist": 

Jo^sl^t  h;gi:?"^^^"'^^'-^ '''-•--'- 

"    Did  she  say  anything  about  me?  "  inquired  Cap- 
tam  Cy  when  they  were  seated  at  the  dinner  table. 

Oh,  yes!  I  forgot.  She  must  have  found  out 
who  you  are,  'cause  she  said  she  was  surprised  that  a 
man  who  had  made  his  money  out  of  fides  should 
haje  been  so  careless  about  the  creatures  that  wore 

nnl""'"?',,^"'"''^  '^^  «"  ^'°"&  ^i'h  the  young 
ones  in  school  ?  "  :■"""« 

It  appeared  that  she  had  gotten  along  very  well 
w.th  them.  Some  of  the  bigger  boys  i'n  thTback 
seats,  cher,shmg  pleasant  memories  of  d,e  "  fun  " 

tempted  to  repeat  the.r  performances  of  the  previous 
te™.     But  the  very  fim  "  spitball  "  which  sSItt  red 

rtitr^°-^^™-^^^'™^™srf:; 
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stand  in  the  corner     h!         'i,  '"'^  *''*="  »"=  ^ad  to 

^o  anything  with  hf:^t^t7c'h^Jif '.  ^ ""' 
quiet  as  could  be  and  iu«f  1.  i,  T  .  ^°'  ^« 
^ent.  And  he's  most  as  ;,u'^.''  ''""•  ='"d  ^^ 
so  silly  I"  '  """^ ''^  tall  as  she  is.    He  did  look 

-ale' to^'r? sTv*  r>"T  t  °"'^  °-  -''°  -" 
the  first  days  of  hcL.    "    «"'  '^''^  ^^'^^  during 
the  unruly  Lembt  of  V"    .'"'°"-    '''=  ''"'^  -'"'h 
had  face/the  Cahlf  ,„t  ^  7"  «  "-vely  as  she 
as  satisfactory     She  w..    .         .     "■""'''  ^<"-^  i"st 
fal,  and  Alida  Atk^n!  f      T  ''"'  '^'  ^'^  ''"ir- 
that  the  daughtef  o    a    °""^'  '"  ''^  S'-"'"  ""THse. 
»tudy  as  faiS     ,y  and  tr^r  ""  "P^"^'^  ^« 
fredded-faced  Noah  Ha J^^      ''1'''"'='^  ^'  ^'«"  « 
fi:.h  and  whose  everv?"'  ''^°''  ^^'^''  P^'Jdled 
"i«7er..arjSro;^r--^-^ered 

liie  school  committee,  that  i,"  ft,»       •    • 
was  delighted  with  the  n,    7    l'         ""ajonty  of  it, 
boasted  louCof  £  T.     t"    ^^"""=^  My"'<^k 
her.    But  Tad  sL'    ^    t  {!!'^^'"^"'  '"  ^°ting  for 

o^  the  At£^i::v;;^^,^;rd'"v;:'  -''-' 

trouble  in  the  future.  ""'^  '""*<='^  « 

son.''''"sTe's''dr'  7  ■''l'"^''  '^""^^'^  ^^^  Simp- 

the  young  ones    re  th".T'  ""''''■    ^"y-' 
g  are  behavm'  themselves,  but  disnl 
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line  ain't  the  whole  thing.  Heman  told  me  that  the 
teacher  he  wanted  could  talk  French  language  and 
play  music  and  all  kinds  of  accomplishments.  Phabe 
—not  findin'  any  fault  with  her,  you  understand— 
don't  know  no  more  about  music  than  a  hen;  my  wife 
says  she  don't  even  sing  in  church  loud  enough  for 
anybody  to  hear  her.  And  as  for  French  1  why  every- 
body  knows  she  uses  the  commonest  sort  of  United 
States,  just  as  easy  to  understand  as  what  I'm  sayin' 
now." 

Miss  Dawes  boarded  at  the  perfect  boarding  house. 
There  opinion  was  divided  concerning  her.  Bailey 
and  Mr.  Tidditt  liked  her,  but  the  feminine  boarders 
were  not  so  favorably  impressed. 

"  I  think  she's  altogether  too  pert  about  what  don't 
concern  her,"  commented  Angeline  Phinney.    "  Sarah 
Emma  Simpson  dropped  in  t'other  day  to  dinner,  and 
we  church  folks  got  to  talkin'  about  the  minister's 
preachin'   such   'advanced'   sermons.      And   Sarah 
Emma  told  how  she'd  heard  he  said  he'd  known 
some  real  moral  Universalists  in  his  time,  or  some 
such  unreligious  foolishness.    And  I  said  I  wondered 
he  didn't  get  a  new  tail  coat;  the  one  he  preached 
in  Sundays  was  old  as  the  hills  and  so  outgrown  it 
wouldn't  scurcely  button  acrost  him.     '  A  man  bein' 
paid  nine  hundred  a  year,'  I  says,  '  ought  to  dress 
decent,  anyhow.'  And  that  Phoebe  Dawes  speaks  up, 
without  bein'  asked,  and  says  for  her  part  she'd  ruther 
hear  a  broad  man  in  a  narrer  coat  than  t'other  way 
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and  passed  on.    0„rh"!^    ' '''' """^'y ''°'^«d 
for  her  part  ,„  the  d  f  't  *='"''  ''^  "g"'"" 

listen  to  hin,  '°^  'P'""^^'  »""'  ^^^  would  not 

-Ptain  and  th^^'2      ''J— ^'jf -ve,  the 

puniihed  for  tS^;;  '"'  1"  ^^''°°^  -'^  -" 
at  her  usual  hour  Cap  rc"  '''''  "'  "°^  ^^'"™ 
gaee  when  Asaph  Tiddftt  hi/  ""^  r"""«  =•'  '^' 
too,  was  with  him.  '^'^'""^  "'""K"     bailey, 

clerk"^'' Wc^  'u1"r      '"'"'"  ''''''  ^"^  '-" 

cal'late.    Sh  • '  b'een  kenrafr  "t  T'"^  ^  ^P^"'  ^ 
"  Yo.        J    L  P    '"er  school." 

added  bLC         "^  '°'  '°  ""'•=  '^^  ^'""  °'  «>Py." 

"?es  TV   '''""''•     "She  ain't  neither" 
toid  ll'  fi  Wd  ?"^  ""'''l  ^^'-  '-«  ones 

that  didn't  s::  her's^:^*^'  "r^" '  "'"""^  ^°"" 

"o  different  from  olrThlLre^^'"  ""'''  ^^^  ^'''='* 
144 


TAE   "COW  LADY' 


This  was  close  to  heresy,  according  to  the  captain's 
opinion. 

"She  ain't  I  •'  he  cried.  "  I'd  like  to  know  why 
not  I  .f  she  am  t  twice  as  smart  as  the  run  of  youne 
ones  round  here  then-  Humph!  And  she's  kept 
after  school  I  Well,  now ;  I  won't  have  it !  There's 
enough  time  for  studyin'  without  wt  rin'  out  her 
brains  after  hours.    Oh,  I  guess  you're  mistaken." 

No,  we  ain't.  I  tell  you,  Whit,  if  I  was  you  I'd 
make  a  fuss  about  this.  She's  a  smart  child,  Bos'n 
is;  I  never  see  a  smarter.  And  she  ain't  any  too 
strong.  ' 

h  II''"''  .f :  f.'''  '■"''•"  T''«=  '■'!"  fhat  Emily's 
health  was  "  dehcate  "  had  become  a  fixed  fact  in 
the  minds  of  the  captain  and  the  "  Board."  It  made 
a  good  excuse  for  the  systematic  process  of  "spoil- 
•ng  the  girl,  which  the  indulgent  three  were  doine 
their  best  to  carry  on. 

"I  wouldn't  let  her  be  kept,  Cy,"  urged  Bailey. 
Why  don  t  you  go  right  off  and  see  Phrrbe  and 
settle  this  thing?    You've  got  a  right  to  talk  to  her. 
t>he  wouldn  t  be  teacher  if  it  wasn't  for  you." 

Asaph  added  his  arguments  to  those  of  Mr.  Bangs 
Captain  Cy,  carried  away  by  his  firm  belief  that  Bos'n" 
was  a  paragon  of  all  that  was  brilliant  and  good, 
finally  yielded. 

"  All  right  I  "  he  exclaimed.     "  Come  on  I     That 
poor  little  thing  shan't  be  put  upon  by  nobody  " 
The  trio  marched  majestically  down  the  hill.    As 
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»>«  feared  conscqurcel  siL^d  K  7  "??  '"'"«•  ""^^ 
interference.  "''*  '^"""''  '"m  of  hi, 

"  ThiThrer/r?,  t;:  if"'-:  "^  "^"'--'^• 

to  death.  And  sh  so  Ll  .  "  ''°'"'*"  '"»« 
If  I  should  lose  ^;  emper  Id  ""'•  ^°"  ''"-'• 
-methin-  that  woulVhTn'  h^  "feeS  Vu  ""«'''  "^ 

Ban«s  perched  hi  j;;tThe  ft?°  ^""^-     '^^• 

"Tat'Xecrtolr?r'h''^r'"'^^^^-^''- 
one  child  she  can't  abuse"         "      °^  '''"  ">"«'» 

^Safcr"he"'h"''^^"'"'P-"'^- 

and-and-  WelT  T-  *'  7  ''"''""*•  y°"  l^ow, 
-ight  be  frightened  if  she""  "  ''''""'"  ='"''  '^e 
her.  'Tain'f  as  f  I  w  s  iusVa"'  '°""'"'  '^°^"  "" 
g°  and  set  alone  of  rV.  T*"""  "'='"•     I'" 

t^Ik  quiet  to  her      She^d  Z','"'  ^°"   «°   '"   «"d 

■f  there  was  an  one  dse  to  t  T'  T'  "''^'"^'^ 
hey?-'  ^     ^"^  to  ''"r  the  rakin'  over— 

"  Now,  see  here    A«/.  " 
"I  don't  like  to  do  r     ""^"'''"'^ted  the  captain, 
'twas  you  chaps  put    '''"  '"  ^^  '"^^elfl     BeLes 
cnaps  put  me  up  to  it.     You  ain't  goin' 
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to  pull  out  of  the  race  and  leave  me  to  go  over 

tilZZT?  ••  °"'' "' '°" '  '^°"'=  °" ' "''"  "^  y- 

His  companion  hotly  denied  that  he  was  "  afr.id  ' 
of  anythmg.  He  had  all  sorts  of  arguments  to  N  J 
h.s  decision.  At  last  Captain  Cy  lost  patience. 
__  Well,  be  a  skulk,  if  you  want  to!  "  he  Vc'-.  .' 
I  ve  set  out  to  see  this  thing  through,  and  1  ,:  rol  ' 
to  do  It.  Only,"  he  muttered,  as  he  entered  ti.c  <:  Jw  ,- 
sta,r,  vestibule,  "  I  wish  I  didn't  feel  quite  so  much 
as  if  I  was  stealin'  hens'  eggs  " 

toh'L?k""'"^^'^°''^"'^*^'^-'"-P-e 

•'Oh,    it's    you,    Cap'n    VVhittaker,"    she    said, 
v-ome  in,  please." 

Captain  Cy  entered  the  schoolroom.  It  was  empty 
save  for  the  teacher  and  himself  and  one  little  girl 
who,  seated  at  a  desk,  was  writing  busily.  She  looked 
up  and  blushed  a  vivid  red.  The  little  girl  was  Bos'n 
the  %'^T":  ^"P'.'!';'  ^="■'1  Miss  Phoebe,  indicating 
^hevisitorschair...  What  was  ityou  wanted  to  sef 

The  captain  accepted  the  invitation  to  be  seated, 
but  he  did  not  immediately  reply  to  Miss  Dawes's 
question.  He  dropped  his  hat  on  the  floor,  crossed 
h'S  legs,  uncrossed  them,  and  then  observed  that  it 
was  pretty  summery  weather  for  so  late  in  the  fall 
The  teacher  admitted  the  truth  of  his  assertion  and 
waited  for  him  to  continue. 
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*es,  pretty  full." 
I'g^n- along  first  rate  with  the  scholars,  I  hear." 

h'steeth,^and,  without  look         ''l"'''  '''^  ^''™«'-  -' 

S--th^::-r^;n;nS;- 

"  Miss  Dawes,"  he  said    "  T     r    . 
that  Bos'n-I  mean  E^H     IT    '^°''  y°"  '^'"^ 
house  and  that  Trtaki^.^^'      'IT"  "^'"'  «  -^ 
present."  '''""«  '"^«=  "^  ^er  for  -for  the 

The  lady  smiled. 

"Yes,"  she  said.    "  I  Mfh-„j  .    . 

you  said  when  we  first  me^"  ''  '""'''  ""'"'  '^''^ 

^JVes,yes,.^rs?dSr?.^^trm'^^^^^^^^^^^ 
that  time  wasn't  exactlv  fh-  u  '  ""^  '^o'"  s 

I  will  say.  Wa  -t  el  :  "  ""^'^  °'  *=  ^^-• 
try  to  do  my  best  with  th  ch  d T"  ''  '^''^''-  ^ 
with  me,  and-er-and-Ir-?'  "^  ''  '^'  ''^'y" 
about  her  health."  *"  ^"^^  Particular 

"  I'm  glad  to  hear  it  " 

c^.d'fl;  Bosta^'^jrtSti'''  I '''''''-''  -"-  y- 

for  it.    IVe  tried  to  :hl„ki!!:^f 5^'  '"'  '"'"  ^''-''^"1 
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•Jll  ^r*  •^'"''  '^°"''  ""y  »"y  """^  "bout  it.  I 

.jnag,ne  there  ,s  something  else  you  want  to  say,  isn-; 

"Why,  yes,  there  is.    I-I  heard  that  Emrnie  had 
been  kept  after  school.    I  didn't  believe  it,  or^ourse 
but  I  thought  I'd  run  up  and  see  what—-"  ' 

fo.  hL  '''•     ^""^  '"''"  '^"'^'^'^'^  "><=  -"^-« 

"To  see  if  it  was  true?  "she  said.  "  It  is  I  told 
her  to  stay  and  write  fifty  lines" 

"You  did?  Well,  now  that's  what  I  wanted  to 
peak  to  you  about.    Course  I  ain't  interferin"  yo^^ 

Bosn-Emm.e,  I  mean.    She  ain't  a  common  child- 

Wed  w.  h  her  same  as  I  have  you'd  appreciate  it 
Her  health's  delicate." 

nJ'^'/'"    ^'"='"'"'"'f°"g  enough  to  me.    I  haven't 
noticed  any  symptoms." 

"  Course  not,  else  you  wouldn't  have  kept  her  in 
But  /  know,  and  I  think  it's  my  duty  to  tell  vou 
Never  m,nd  if  she  can't  do  quite  soluch  wriS' 
Id  rather  she  wouldn't;  she  might  bust  a  blood  ves: 

Tx trv^m'r*'"  •     '"^'  '"'"^^  *"-  happened,  t^ 

hoZ  IT  '"""^  °"'"    ^°"  ^"«  '«  ''^'-  '-t  along 
home  with  me  now  and "  ^ 

feJt  witfaTf '''"i'  ^'"  °^^"  '^^^  "-"  to  her 
feet  with  a  determined  expression  on  her  face. 

res,  ma  am,"  said  the  captain,  rising  also. 
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Sir  ™-.H  .^..  o/r:x",x: 

anybody.     Whv   T'n,  ,         •  ^  '""'^  fo  spoil 

-/self  Ledr;.es"  """  *''^'  ^'^  ^''>=»-/of 

con^^utr'^'^''^^'^''^-^-    M'^Ph^be  calmly 

bul?si~iToi;r„/°  ^*  'T^  '^  --  °^  -y 

called,  because    paVvrSlr':"'^''^^ 
having  IVed  in  'hrcZt%ZT  ^T"  '''''^' 
what  gossip  amounts  to.   ?i  fc  7j"  T^  ''"°^'"« 
good  little  girl  and  well  behaved  aT  hildr    '  '  'T 
this  you  must  understand     7h         ,'^'^'^"  g°-    But 

She  whispered  ^:Zn^::::^''^fi'  'r 

warned  often   anri  lr„„      .l       V  ^'^^  has  been 

school  beca^;;  1  hr  t    M  '  ""  "     ^  "^^^^  ''^  ^^er 
'•t  again,  st  wi  ^be  pt i/b  j  "'^  ^^^  '^  ^he  breaks 

wards  boy  two  l^;3::;Xr-!^^^^^  ^^■ 

Edwards  boy,    Do  you  mean  to  compare  that- 
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diat  young  rip  of  a  Ben  Edwards  with  a  girl  like 

Bos  n  I'    I  never  heard " 

"  I'm  not  comparing  anybody.  I'm  trying  to  be 
fa.r  to  every  scholar  in  this  room.  And,  so  long  as 
Em.ly  behaves  herself,  she  shall  be  treated  accord- 
ingly. When  she  doesn't,  she  shall  be  punished.  You 
must  understand  that." 

sam?r,'  ^"',^f^"'^'i    Why,  he's  a  wooden-head, 

sZnZ  h  f  ■''V^°''  ^'"^ '  ^"^  Emmie's  th 
smartest  scholar  in  this  town." 

"  Oh,  no,  she  isn't  1    She's  a  good  scholar,  but  there 
are  others  just  as  good  and  even  quicker  to  learn  " 

.h-U  "^'1^'!.'"^  ""*=  '"""''  "P°"  ''"Other.  Other 
ch.ldren  as  bnlhant  as  Bos'n  I  Captain  Cy  was  burst- 
mg  with  righteous  indignation. 

"  Well !  "  he  exclaimed.     "  Well!  for  a  teacher 
that  we've  called  to »  icacner 

"And  that's  another  thing,"  broke  in  Miss  Dawes 
qu.cUy  I  Ve  been  told  that  you,  Cap'n  Whittaker 
fo     J U  nT  '^"•"/'y  «r"^'''''=  ^°^  "^y  •'^'"g  chosen 

ortS  bt!i-" '"" '  "^ ''''  >°"  "^  p-"-"« 

"  1  ain't  I    I  never  thought  of  such  a  thing  I  " 
But  if  you  are  you  mustn't,  that's  all.    I  didn't 

t'^\n  fill  ?°'i'°"  '"'^'  "°^  '^'''  ^'^^  8"'  'f-  I  ''hall 
7o  her      F  "-l        '  "T"^  *°  °"=  1"="°"  '""-^  *an 

ri  V  ;.,'"''  "'"y"  '''■■"  """'  ^"  l'"«  "<=  '^'"tten. 
1  don  t  think  we  need  to  say  any  more.    Good  day  " 
She  opened  the  door.     Captain  Cy  picked  uo  his 
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treat  the  sailors?  "  '  ^°^  ^°w  '<> 

«n.a^s4-r;i^;::^-eco...t 

beenl^  Sol  A  "'''"^"'"""y-^ '»'='' if  you'd 

y  nem  nalt-breed  young  ones  act,  you'd " 

^^The  teacher  sailed,  in  spite  of  an  Urent  effort 

fotTA   ^^  f'°^'  ''"■°"S''  *-  ^"tibule.    Just  be 
trtrXt^''  '^"""^  ''■■'"  '^  '-^^  a  --Jed  sot 

the^ard^T'  "'  ^T''''  "^^  ^^"''"^  «  ^he  end  of 
the  y^d.    Its  members  were  filled  with  curiosity 

"  Did '  o^ief  re;r„r«°°f  ^ "  '^--^edXh. 

with  such  cnaelizi"?  "'^"'^"'  "^  ^""''^'^  P"*  "P 
l^'''r.''';°*'"?"^»k«d  Mr.  Bangs. 
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Wh.ttaker  gate,      I  guess  she  knows  her  place  now  • 


after  school  from  now 
"  No  I  "  roared  the  captain  savagely.    Then  ban<r 

h»  htir' "'"'"  '"•""""•"• """  "■"  '"'^ 

■'  1  ""«  my  lift,  i;„»,  Unck  C,™,,"  rt,  „i J 

-I  he  captain  grunted. 

aroun''d"tis^S;k"'iT;^'  'T',"'  """'"«  '^  -' 
bad."  "'^"^    ""'■'■y    ^    was    so 

"Bad?  Who-you?  You  couldn't  be  bad  if  vou 
iTairoug^tt."^"^^^--^'"^-— ^^• 
^  J  Jes,  I  could  be  bad,  too.     I  was  bad.     I  whis- 

wZfrf     ^''^^°^'^?    That  ain't  nothin-. 
When  I  was  a  young  one  m  school  I  used  to  whis- 
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.  .  .  Hum  I     Wei;,   anyhow,  don't  you  think  any 
more  about  it.    'Tam't  worth  while." 

They  rocked  quietly  for  a  time.  Then  Bos'n 
said: 

"Uncle  Cyrus,  don't  you  Vihi  teacher?" 

"  Hey?  Like  her?  Well,  ir  that  ain't  a  question? 
Jes,  I  like  her  about  as  well  as  ' ., .  :some  likes  Eben 
Salter  s  dog." 

"  I'm  sorry.    I  like  her  eve,  so  much."    . 

"  You  do?  Go  'long!  After  the  way  she  treated 
you,  poor  little  thing !  " 

"  She  didn't  treat  me  any  worse  than  she  does  the 
other  girls  and  boys  when  they're  naughty.  And  I 
did  know  the  rule  about  whispering." 

"  Well,  that's  different.  Comparin'  you  with  that 
Bennie  Edwards— the  ideal  And  then  makin'  vou 
cry  I  "  ' 

"  She  didn't  make  me  cry." 
"  Did,  too.    I  heard  you." 

The  child  looked  up  at  him  and  then  hid  her  face 
in  his  waistcoat. 

"  I  wasn't  crying  about  her,"  she  whispered.  "  It 
was  you." 

"  Me/  "  The  captain  gasped.  "  Good  land '  " 
he  muttered.  "  It's  just  as  I  expected.  She's  studied 
too  hard  and  it's  touchin'  her  brain." 

"  No,  sir,  it  isn't.    It  isn't  truly.     I  did  cry  about 
you  because  I  didn't  like  to  hear  you  talk  so.     And  I 
was  so  sorry  to  have  you  come  there." 
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"  You  was  I  " 

"  J"'  '['•  Othw  children's  folks  don't  come  when 
they  re  bad.  And  I  kept  feeling  so  sort  of  ashamed 
of  you. 

"Ashamed  of  me?" 

Bos'n  nodded  vigorously. 

"Yes,  sir  Everything  teacher  said  sounded  so 
right  and  what  you  said  didn't.  And  I  like  to  have 
you  always  right." 

"Do,  hey?  Hum!"  Captain  Cy  didn't  speak 
agam  for  some  few  minutes,  but  he  held  the  little 
girl  very  tight  in  his  arms.  At  length  he  drew  a  long 
breath.  " 

''By    the    big    dipper,    Bos'n!"    he    exclaimed. 

rou  re  a  wonder,  you  are.  I  wouldn't  be  surprised 
if  you  grew  up  to  be  a  mind  reader,  like  that  feller  in 
the  show  we  went  to  at  the  townhall  a  spell  ago.  To 
tell  you  the  honest  Lord's  truth,  I've  been  ashamed 
of  myself  ever  since  I  come  out  of  that  schoolhouse 
door.  \^  hen  that  teacher  woman  sprung  that  on  me 
about  my  fo'mast  hands  aboard  ship  I  was  set  back 
about  forty  fathom.  I  never  wanted  to  answer  any- 
body so  bad  in  my  life,  and  I  couldn't  'cause  there 
wasn  t  anything  to  say.  I  cal'late  I've  made  a  fool 
or  myself." 

Bos'n  nodded  again. 

''  We  won't  do  so  any  more,  will  we  ?  "  she  said 
You    bet  we   won't!      /  won't,   anyhow.     You 
haven't  done  anything." 
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"  And  you'll  like  teacher?  " 
The  captain  stamped  his  foot 
.    '■  No,  jirl  "  he  declared.    "  She  may  be  all  right 

lsv7''~/  ''"''"  t'  '"  *""  "''  '°°  Massachu- 
cttsy  a  way  for  me.  No.  sir!  I  don't  like  her  and 
I  n-onU  ,ke  her.  No,  sir-ee,  never!  She-tSe 
amt  my  kmd  of  a  woman,"  he  added  stubbornly, 
a  lomai;  "''''"""'"'     ^he  ain't  my  kmd  of 


CHAPTER    IX 

POLITICS   AND   BIRTHDAYS 

TOWN  meeting  "  was  called  tor  the  twenty- 
first  of  November. 

With   the  summer   boarders   gone,   the 
cranberry  picking  finished,  state  election  over,  school 
begun  and  under  way,  and  real  winter  not  yet  upon 
us,  Bayport,  in  the  late  fall,  distinctly  needs  some- 
thing to  enliven  it.    The  Shakespeare  Reading  Society 
and  the  sewing  circle  continue,  of  course,  to  interest 
the     women  folks,"  there  is  the  usual  every  evening 
gathermg  at  Simmons's,  and  the  young  people  are 
lookmg  forward  to  the  "  Grand  Ball  "  on  Thanks- 
giving eve.     But  for  the  men,  on  week  days,  there 
IS  little  to  do  except  to  "putter"  about  the  house, 
banking  its  foundations  with  dry  seaweed  as  a  pre- 
caution against  searching  no'theasters,  whitewashing 
the  bams  and  outbuildings,  or  fixing  things  in  the 
vegetable  cellar  where  the  sticks  of  smoked  herring 
hang  in  rows  above  the  barrels  of  cabbages,  potatoes 
and  turnips.    The  fish  weirs,  most  of  them,  are  taken 
up,  lest  the  ice,  which  will  be  driven  into  the  bay 
later  en,  tear  the  nets  to  pieces.    Even  the  hens  grow 
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lazy  and  lay  less  frequently.  Therefore,  away  back 
in  the  "  airly  days,"  some  far-sighted  board  of  select- 
men arranged  that  "  town  meeting  "  should  be  held 
during  this  lackadaisical  season.  A  town  meeting 
— and  particularly  a  Bayport  town  meeting,  vhere 
everything  from  personal  affairs  to  religion  is  likely 
to  be  discussed — can  stir  up  excitement  when  nothing 
else  can. 

This  year  there  were  several  questions  to  be  talked 
over  and  settled  at  town  meeting.  Two  selectmen, 
whose  terms  expired,  were  candidates  for  reelection. 
Lem  Myrick  had  resigned  from  the  school  commit- 
tee, not  waiting  until  spring,  as  he  had  announced 
that  he  should  do.  Then  there  was  the  usual  senti- 
ment in  favor  of  better  roads  and  the  usual  opposi- 
tion to  it.  Also  there  was  the  ever-present  hope  of  the 
government  appropriation  for  harbor  improvement. 

Mr.  Tidditt  was  one  of  the  selectmen  whose  terms 
expired.  In  his  dual  capacity  as  selectman  and  town 
clerk  Asaph  felt  himself  to  be  a  very  important  per- 
sonage. To  elect  some  one  else  in  his  place  would 
be,  he  was  certain,  a  calamity  which  would  stagger 
the  township.  Therefore  he  was  a  busy  man  and 
made  many  calls  upon  his  fellow  citizens,  not  to  in- 
fluence their  votes— he  was  careful  to  explain  that— 
but  just,  as  he  said,  "  to  see  how  they  was  gettin' 
along,"  and  because  he  "thought  consider'ble  of 
'em  "  and  "  took  a  real  personal  interest,  you  under- 
stand," in  their  affairs. 
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To  Captain  Cy  he  came,  naturally,  for  encourage- 
ment and  help,  being— as  was  his  habit  at  such  times 
—in  a  state  of  gloom  and  hopeless  despair. 

"No  use,  Whit,"  he  groaned.  "  Tain't  no  use 
a  III.  I'm  licked.  I'm  gettin'  old  and  they  don't 
wait  me  no  more.  I  guess  I'd  better  get  right  up 
afore  the  votin'  begins  and  tell  'em  my  health 
aint  strong  enough  to  be  town  clerk  no  longer. 
It  s  better  to  do  that  than  to  be  licked.  Don't  vou 
think  so?"  ' 

^  "Sure  thing!"  replied  his  friend,  with  sarcasm. 
If  I  was  you  I'd  be  toted  in  on  a  bed  so  they  can 
see  you're  all  ready  for  the  funeral.  Might  have  the 
doctor  walkin'  ahead,  wipin'  his  eyes,  and  the  joyful 
undertaker  trottin'  along  astern.  What's  the  par- 
ticular disease  that's  got  you  by  the  collar  just  now- 
facial  paralysis  ?  " 

"  No.  What  made  you  think  of  that?  " 
"  Oh,  notbin' !  Only  I  heard  you  stopped  in  at 
ten  houses  up  to  the  west  end  of  the  town  yesterday, 
and  talked  three  quarters  of  an  hour  steady  at  everyl 
one.  That  would  fit  me  for  the  scrap  heap  inside  of 
a  week,  and  you've  been  goin'  it  ever  since  September 
nearly.    What  does  ail  you— anything  ?  " 

"  Why,  no;  nothin'  special  that  way.     Only  there 
don't  seem  to  be  any  enthusiasm  for  me,  somehr 
I  just  hint  at  my  bein'  a  candidate  and  folks  s 
'  Yes,  indeed.    Looks  like  rain,  don't  it?  '  and  that's 
about  all." 
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"  Well,  that  hadn't  ought  to  surprise  you.  If  any- 
body came  to  me  and  says,  '  The  sun's  goin'  to  rise 
to-morrer  mornin','  I  shouldn't  dance  on  my  hat  and 
crow  hallelujahs.  Enthusiasm!  Why,  Ase,  you've 
been  a  candidate  every  two  years  since  Noah  got  the 
ark  off  the  ways,  or  along  there.  And  there  ain't 
been  any  opposition  to  you  yet,  except  that  time  when 
Uncle  'Bial  Stickney  woke  up  in  the  wrong  place  and 
hollered  '  No,'  out  of  principle,  thinkin'  he  was  to 
home  with  his  wife.  If  I  was  you  I'd  go  and  take  a 
nap.  You'll  read  the  minutes  at  selectmen's  meetings 
for  another  fifty  year,  more  or  less;  take  my  word  for 
It.  As  for  the  school  committee,  that's  different.  I 
ain't  made  up  my  mind  about  that." 

There  had  been  much  discussion  concerning  the 
school  committee.  Who  should  be  chosen  to  replace 
Mr.  Myrick  on  the  board  was  the  gravest  question  to 
come  before  the  meeting.  Many  names  had  been 
proposed  at  Simmons's  and  elsewhere,  but  some  of 
those  named  had  refused  to  run,  and  others  had  not, 
after  further  consideration,  seemed  the  proper  per- 
sons for  the  ofSce.  In  the  absence  of  Mr.  Atkins, 
Tad  Simpson  was  our  leader  in  the  political  arena! 
But  Tad  so  far  had  been  mute. 

"  Wait  a  while,"  he  said.  "  There's  some  weeks 
afore  town  meetin'  day.  This  is  a  serious  business. 
We  can't  have  no  more— I  mean  no  unsuitable  man 
to  fill  such  an  important  p'ace  as  that.  The  welfare 
of  our  posterity,"  he  added,  a-.id  we  all  recognized  the 
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quotation,  "depends  upon   the  choice  that's  to  be 
made." 

A  choice  was  made,  however,  on  the  very  next  day 
but  one  after  this  declaration.  A  candidate  an- 
nounced himself.  Asaph  and  Bailey  hurried  to  the 
Cy  VVh.ttaker  T,\.ce  with  the  news.  Captain  Cy  was 
>n  the  woodshed  building  a  doll  house  for  Bos'n. 
Just  for  my  own  amusement,"  he  hastily  ex- 
plained. "  Somethin'  for  her  to  take  along  when  she 
goes  out  West  to  Betsy." 
Mr.  Tidditt  was  all  smiles. 

"  What  do  you  think,  Cy?  "  he  cried.  "  The  new 
school  committee  man's  as  good  as  elected.  'Lonzo 
Snow's  goin'  to  take  it." 

The  captain  laid  down  his  plane. 
"  'Lonzo  Snow  1  "  he  repeated.    "  You  don't  sav  I 
Humph !    Well,  well !  " 

"  Yes,  sir!  "  exclaimed  Bailey.  "  He's  come  for- 
ward and  says  it's  his  duty  to  do  so.    He " 

"Humph!  His  duty,  hey?  I  wonder  who  pointed 
It  out  to  him  ?  " 

"  VVell,  I  don't  know.  But  even  Tad  Simpson's 
glad;  he  says  that  he  knows  Heman  will  be  pleased 
with  that  kind  of  a  candidate  and  so  he  won't  have 
to  do  any  more  huntin'.  He  thinks  'Lonzo's  comin' 
out  by  himself  this  way  is  a  kind  of  special  Provi- 
dence." 

"Yes,  yes!     I  shouldn't  wonder.     Did  you  ever 
notice  how  dead  sure  Tad  and  his  kind  are  that 
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Providence  is  workin'  with  'em  ?  Seems  to  me  'twould 
be  more  satisfactory  if  we  could  get  a  sight  of  the 
other  partner's  signature  to  the  deed." 

..  V  ^^^^'^  ^^^  '^^^^"  ^'''»  y°»  •  "  demanded  Asaph. 
You  am't  findin'  fault  with  'Lonzo,  are  you  ?    Ain't 
he  a  good  man?  " 

"Goodl  Sure  thing  he's  good!  Nobody  can  say 
he  isn't  and  tel'  the  truth." 

No  one  could  truthfully  speak  ill  of  Alonzo  Snow, 
that  was  a  fact.  He  lived  at  the  lower  end  of  the 
village,  was  well  to  do,  a  leading  cranberry  grower, 
and  very  prominent  in  the  church.  A  mild,  easy- 
gomg  person  was  Mr.  Snow,  with  an  almost  too  keen 
.ear  of  doing  the  wrong  thing  and  therefore  prone 
to  be  guided  by  the  opinion  of  others.  He  was  dis- 
tinctly  not  a  politician. 

"  Then  what  ails  you  ?  "  asked  Asaph  hotly. 
"  Why,  nothin',  maybe.  Only  I'm  always  suspi- 
cious when  Tad  pats  Providence  on  the  back.  I  gen- 
erally  figure  that  I  can  see  through  a  doughnut,  when 
there's  a  light  behind  the  hole.  Who  is  'Lonzo's 
best  friend  in  this  town?  Who  does  he  chum  with 
most  of  anybody?" 

"  Why,  Darius  Ellis,  I  guess.    You  know  it." 
"  Urn— hum.    And  Darius  is  on  the  committee- 
why  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  s'pose  'cause  Heman  Atkins  thought  he'd 

be  a  good  feller  to  have  there.     But " 

"  Yes,  and  'Lonzo's  pew  in  church  is  right  under 
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the  Atkins  memorial  window.     The  hght  from  it 
Way  ■'  °^  ^''°  '"""'*  ''''  '"'''^  ^""^  '^'^ 

roM^''.^''"  °^  ''^     ^"^'"'  "°^  ""body  else, 
could  buy  'Lonzo  Snow." 

"Buy  him?    Indeed  they  couldn't.    But  there  are 
some  thmgs  you  get  without  buyin'-the  measles,  for 
mstance     And  the  one  that's  catchin'  'em  don't  l^ow 
hes  m  danger  t.ll  the  speckles  break  out.     Fellers 
this  committee  voted  in  Phcebe  Dawes  by  just  two 
votes  to  one,  and  one  of  the  two  was  Lem  Myrick 
par.us  was  agamst  her.     Now  with  Tad  and  his 
.rovidence'  puttm'  in  'Lonzo  Snow,  and  Heman 
Atkms  settin'  behind  the  screen  worki^'  his  Normal 
School  mus.c  box  so's  they  can  hear  the  tune-well, 
"  H  ""?  1T^''  '"'"  °"''  ''"'  ^°^  -bout  next?  " 
dn    "'^LT^'  ^  '^°"'*  '^°^-     Anyhow,  you're 
down  on  PhcBbe  as  a  thousand  of  brick.    I  Jon't  see 
why  you  worry  about  her.    After  the  way  she  treated 
poor  Bos'n  and  all."  ^  ^^^ 

the^^floo!'"  ^^  ''^""^  ""^a^ily  and  kicked  a  chip  across 

''Well,"  he  said,  "well,  I-J  don't  know's  that's- 

bih;"f  '  "^'^'/"'^  "^°"8''  -^-g-  I've  seen 
bullfight  down  yonder-"  jerking  his  thumb  over 
h.s  shoulder  ,n  the  vague  direction  of  Buenos  Ayres 

Nof  th'77  ^'Tl  "^'^P-^'^y'^  been  with  the  bull.' 

Not  that  I  loved  the  critter  for  his  own  sake,  but 

because  all  Greaserdom  was  out  to  down  him.    From 
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what  I  hear,  this  Phoebe  Dawes-for  all  her  pesky 
down-Last  stubbornness— is  teachin'  pretty  well,  and 


•"Look  here,  you  two!  how  would  I  look  on  the 
school  committee  ? '  " 

anyhow  she's  one  little  woman  against  Tad  Simpson 

and  Heman  Atkins  and-and  Tad's  special  brand  of 

Providence.     She  deserves  a  fair  shake  and,  by  the 
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big  dinner,  she's  goin'  to  h 


two!  how  would  I  look  on  the  school 


ave  it !     Look  here, 


you 


I  committee' 
_^  -  ""  .      icpeacea  tne  pair  in  concert.     "  You  '  " 

cal'kte  Td'h"        "'"''  I  ^°'°"'°"  ^°'  ^^'^'^°--  •>"'■  I 
El  is  Lh  ""'  ''''  '°P  °^  ''^^  •'^^-J  ^»  Darius 

Ell.     and  only  one  or  two  layers  under  Eben  Salters 
or_  Lonzo  Snow.     I'm  a  candidate-see?  " 

But-but,  Whit,"  gasped  the  town  clerk    "  are 
you  popular  enough?    Could  you  get  elected?  " 

^   don  t  know,  but   I   can   find  out.     You   and 
Badey  '11  vote  for  me,  won't  you  ?  " 
"  Course  we  will,  but " 

way  the  cat  jumps."  ""-never 

peaTS'JrlT  '  ''^'  T"''^^-    ^"  '^""""^  disap- 
peared from  Bayport  the  moment  it  became  known 

that  Captam  Cyrus  Whittaker  was  "  out"  fo^ti; 
choo  comm.ttee    The  captain  began  his  elect  oneer 
ng  at  once.     That  very  afternoon  he  called  upon 

uel  mS.^-^"^"  ^^''--  J°-'>  D^ick,  and  L^ 
Captain  Salters  was  chairman  of  selectmen  as  well 

old    r:,1  f  ;--■"-•    He  was  a  hard-heade 

P  ck    trvt     HuZ      """^^  '"  "^^  ^-^"'- 
pacKet  service.    He  had  common  sense,  independence 

and  considerable  influence  in  the  town     'Next  7o 
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^h       .      u    '  .'"°''  '''''"   =■"•  *>«  ^^o  not  afraid 
whoj^he  thought  it  necessary,  to  oppose  the  great 

tain  ?^'"l"-''^  "'''  reflectively,  after  listening  to  Cap- 
n  Cy  s  bnef  state.nent  of  his  candidacy,  "I  cal'kr 
I  H  stand  in  with  you,    Cv      I   alnV  ll..         !u- 
ao-aln«t  'T„„       u        ■       ''  "*  sot  anything 

thats  the  trouble.     Maybe  he's  so  darned  good  it 
-akes  „,e  jealous.    Anyhow,  I'll  do  what  I  can  for 

Joe  Dimick  laughed  aloud.    He  was  an  iconoclast 

seldom  went  to  church,  and  was  entirely  lacking   n 

reverence.    Also  he  really  liked  the  capta'in  '  '" 

Ho,  ho!      he  crowed.     "  Whit,  do  you  realize 

that   you're   undenninin-    this   town's   constitutl^ 

MlTlo^e-ltp^^'-^''^^ 

With  LemMyrick  Captain  Cy's  policy  was  differ- 
ent.   He  gently  reminded  that  gentleman  of  the  paint 
ing  contract,  intimated  that  other  favors  migh    be 
forthcoming,  and  then,  as  a  clincher,  spoke  of  Tad 

prr-Daw:—  ^'-  ^^-  ^-^  -^^  ^' 

"  Of  course,"  he  added,  "  if  you  think  Tad's  got 
a  right  to  boss  all  hands  and  the  cook,  why,  I  ain' 
complamm'.  Only,  if  /  ,,,  ,  painter  doin' a  god 
h.gh-dass  trade,  and  a  one-hoss  barber  tried  to  di': 
tate  to  me,  I  shouldn't  bow  down  and  tell  him  to  kkk 
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easy  s,  he  could.    Seems  to  me  I'd  kick  fir,^     u 
1  »'  no  boss;  I  mustn't  influence  you  "  ^"* 

i-emuel  was  indignant 

With   these    division   commanders  to  lead   fh  • 

"mpa,gn  soon  became  worthy  ofre's^ectful  "  "^ 
eration.  For  a  while  T,^  I  "^"P"""'  cons'd- 
opposition-  then  hTh  '"P'°"  ''"'^^'^  «'  the 

.  ^''*  past  bein'  a  joke,"  he  said      "  T^'c      •  u 
serious.     We've   <rnf  f«  u     "c  saia.        It  s  mighty 

trusted  me  iSThif  b°andt'l  n,'r^-  "^-^" 
bad  for  me  and  for  you  feJe  too  T^W  '"  ''' 
home  to  run  things  himself  but  he'  ".'•"'' 
down  South  there  ^    "™'^'^'  ""t  hes  got  business 

thin'-ant: :  h^r  i^v^  %';  °^"^  "^  ''""^■ 

By  mighty!  we've  .otto     Z\  '''  """"  "'"' 

Never  min^dhow.^CtSt'tflTlllT--"- 
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Captain  Cy  was  thoroughly  enjoying  himself. 
Ihe  struggle  suited  him  to  perfection.  He  was 
young,  m  spite  of  his  fifty-five  years,  and  this  tussle 
against  odds,  reminding  him  of  other  tussles  during 
his  first  seasons  in  business,  aroused  his  energies  and 
as  he  expressed  it,  "  stirred  up  his  vitals  and  made 
him  hop  round  like  a  dose  of  '  pain  killer.' '" 

He  did  not,  however,  forget  Bos'n.  He  and  she 
had  their  walks  and  their  pleasant  evenings  together 
in  spite  of  politics.  He  took  the  child  into  his  con- 
fidence and  told  her  of  the  daily  gain,  or  loss,  in 
votes,  as  if  she  were  his  own  age.  She  understood  a 
little  of  all  this,  and  tried  hard  to  understand  the  rest, 
preaching  between  times  to  Georgianna  how  "  the 
bad  men  were  trying  to  beat  Uncle  Cyrus  because 
he  was  gooder  than  they,  but  they  couldn't,  'cause 
everybody  loyed  him  so."  Georgianna  had  some 
doubts,  but  she  kept  them  to  herself. 

Among  the  things  in  Bos'n's  "  box  "  was  a  long 
envelope,  sealed  with  wax  and  with  a  lawyer's  name 
printed  in  one  comer.  The  captain  opened  it,  at  Em- 
ily s  suggestion,  and  was  astonished  to  find  that  the 
inclosure  was  a  will,  dated  some  years  back,  in  which 
Mrs.  Mary  Thomas,  the  child's  mother,  left  to  her 
daughter  all  her  personal  property  and  also  the  land 
in  Orham,  Massachusetts,  which  had  been  willed  to 
her  by  her  own  mother.  There  was  a  note  with  the 
will  in  which  Mrs.  Thomas  stated  that  no  one  save 
herself  had  known  of  this  land,  not  even  her  husband. 
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She  had  not  told  him  because  she  feared  that   like 

eveythmg  else,  it  would  be  sold  and  the  mon  ywas  ed 

ort'-r^":;-.    .^^  ""^^"'^-^  something^;  s 

aitnough  he—       She  had  evidently  scratched  n„t 

blank  wth  details  of  abuse  and  cruelty.     "If  any 
th mg  happens  to  me,"  concluded  the  widow,  "  I  want 
the  land  sold  and  the  money  used  for  Emily's  maTnte 
nance  as  long  as  it  lasts."  ^ 

worthless   and  unsalable  at  present.    The  taxes  had 

had  sent  money  orders  from  Concord.     The  self 
demal  represented  by  these  orders  was  not  a  little 

Never  mmd,  Bos'n,"  said  Captain  Cy  when  h. 
Jt^rned  from  the  Orham  trip.  "Vur^ni  e's! 
tates  am  t  much  now  but  a  «anri  fl«„ 
However,  if  this  section  el^dor 'gf  to  rtK 
summer  .sort  folks  are  prophesying' for  it,  you  m^^ 
sen  out  to  some  m.lhona.re  and  you  and  me'll  go  to 
Europe.  Meantime,  we'll  try  to  keep  afloat  if  the 
Harness  Bank  don't  spring  a  leak  " 

On  the  day  following  this  conversation  he  took  a 
flymg  tnp  to  Ostable,  the  county  seat,  returni  gTh 
same  even.ng,  and  saying  nothing  to  anyone  abou 
h.s^reaso„s  for  going  nor  what  he  had  done  i 
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Bos'n's  birthday  was  the  eighteenth  of  November 
The  capta,„,  ,„  spite  of  the  warmth  of  his  struggle 
for  committee  honors,   determined  to  have  a  Si 

was  over  t  '  ZT'  ^"'  ^'"''^'  ^"'^'  '^'^^  -^ool 
was  over,  some  of  her  particular  friends  among  the 
scho  ars  were  to  come  in,  there  was  to  be  a  cake  w  th 
e.ght  candles  on  it,  and  a  supper  at  which  ice  crl  m 
-emon  and  vanilla,  prepared  by  Mrs.  Cahoon-!! 

n    ''V  7"""P''  ^"'"'^-    A'^°  ">"«  would  be 
games  and  all  sorts  of  fun. 

par^v'^H.^'  vvas  tremendously  interested  in  the 

BoaTd  of  Str  r  "  "'■''  ""^"^^'""^  -d  'he 

iJoard  of  Strategy,  preparing  the  list  of  guests     His 

cunmng  .„  ascertaining  from  the  unsusp^^ring  ch^d 
who,  among  her  schoolmates,  she  would  like  to  Z 
vite,  was  deep  and  guileful 

"Now,  Bos'n,"  he  would  say,  "suppose  you  was 
go.n_t^clear  out  and  leave  this  town' for 'a  spTH: 

.neH^"':,  ^"  •''  ^^'^'-"  ^°^'"'^  «y"  grew  fright- 
ened and  mo,st  in  a  moment,  "  I  ain't  going,  am  P 
I  don't  want  to  go."  ' 

"No,  no!     Course  you  ain't  goin'— that  is    not 
for  a  long  while,  anyhow,"  with  a  sidelong  1  ok  a 
he  members  of  the  "  Board,"  then  present     '' Bu 

rip  'ZZr  '"'  ""  ""  ^'^«'"'  °"  '■'^^  Europ 
^np.^^  Whod  you  want  to  say  good-by  to  most  of 
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Each  name  given  by  the  child  was  surreptitiously 
pencled  by  Bailey  on  a  scrap  of  paper.  The  list  was 
a  long  one  and,  when  the  great  afternoon  came,  the 
Whittaker  house  was  crowded. 

The  supper  was  a  brilliant  success.  So  was  the 
cake,  brought  in  with  candles  ablaze,  by  the  grinning 
Georgianna.  Beside  the  children  there  were  some 
older  people  present,  Bailey  and  Asaph,  of  course, 
and  the  regulars  "  from  the  perfect  boarding  house, 
who  had  been  invited  because  it  was  fairly  certain  that 
Mr.  Jiangs  wouldn't  be  allowed  to  attend  if  his  wife 
did  not  Miss  Dawes  had  also  been  asked,  at  Bos'n's 
wejyi-understood  partiality,  but  she  had  declined 

Toward  the  end  of  the  meal,  when  the  hilarity  at 
the  long  table  was  at  its  height,  an  unexpected  guest 
made  h.s  appearance.  There  was  a  knock  at  the 
dmrng-room  door,  and  Georgianna,  opening  it,  was 
petnfied  to  behold,  standing  upon  the  step,  no  less  a 
personage  than  the  Honorable  Heman  Atkins,  sup- 
posed by  most  of  us  to  be  then  somewhere  in  that  wide 
stretch  of  territory  vaguely  termed  "  the  South  " 

Good  evening,  all,"  said  the  illustrious  one,  re- 
rnovmg  his  silk  hat  and  stepping  into  the  room. 
What  a  charming  scene  1  I  trust  I  do  not  intrude  " 
Georgmnna  was  still  speechless,  in  which  unwonted 
condition  she  was  not  alone,  Messrs.  Bangs  and  Tid- 
ditt  being  also  stricken  dumb.  But  Cptain  Cy  rose 
to  the  occasion  grandly. 

"Intrude?"  he  repeated.     "Not  a  mite  of  it! 
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Mighty  glad  to  see  you,  Heman      H<.,.      • 
your  hat.    Pull  up  to  the  table     Wh     7^  ^""  "' 
hart  ?    Ti,       l  When  did  you  eet 

back  ?^  Thought  you  was  in  the  orange  groves  soS 

hood^'B^uI  it'isTaVdl"'  '  ""  '"  '''^'  "'=■■«'"'- 
Bayport     HoJ  .  ."'^  "^"^  ^™"'  '^"r  old 

"-yport.    Home  ties,  you  know,  home  tie<!     T  . 

I  couldn't  resist  making  this  impromptu  c    1      ?'' 
sure  as  an  old  friend  and  neighbor    r  • 

pardon  me      AI,v;,    j    r    "^'S"''°'^'  Cyrus,  you  w  1 
OarhW  Al  '    "''"^'  '"'"^  and  kiss  papa." 

of  silk  a„H  ""'''''^  '''^  '"^'^^"■°"  ^ith  a  rustle 

ot  siJk  and  an  ecstatic  squeal  o  f  delio-hf     n    •       I 

172 


POLITICS   AND   BIRTHDAYS 

runn,„'  aga.nst  his  friend,  as  you  might  say  " 

"  n.„r  r"'."'''r  '"''""^  "'^'"=  °f  'he  head. 

t4fts:-i^;.is^:--- 

n  a  httle  about  keepin'  clear,  but  he  won't  ■' 

Cv     bTL'"  r°^''^^™°'"  "°w."  ordered  Captain 
Cy.    ButMr.Atlcmshelduphishand. 

he  safd     ""iT'/r  '  '"T"*'  ^y'^'''  '^  y°"  Pl"«." 

duty  and  p  easure  to  propose  a  toast."    He  held  hil 

emonade  glass  aloft.    '■  Permit  me,"  he  proclaimed 

Jo^.sh  many  happy  birthdays  and  long  life  Z 

t^  fund's  'nlL'?  •'°"'  '^™^'  ""'  '^"^^  '^  ^°-  '■•- 
"Emily  Richards  Thayer,"  replied  the  captain 
earned  away  by  enthusiasm   .nd  off  his  guaJd't; 

"  J°  Ef"— "     began  Heman.     Then  he  oaused 
and    or  the  first  time  in  his  public  life  seemed  ^a 
loss  /or  words.     "  What?  "  L  .d-  ^       jT-    ■ 
shook     "  T  ^.      T  J  J  f         ^  ^'''^'''  ^"'1  •"«  hand 
Shook        I  fear  I  d.dn't  catch  the  name." 

No  wonder,"  laughed  Mr.  Tidditt.     "  Cv's  so 
crazy  to-n,ght  he'd  forget  his  own  name.    Know  what 

rT  '"?'  S'     ''°"  ^^■■'^  ^'^^  --  Emily  R^htd 
Thayer      Hawlhawl     She  ain't  a  Thayer,  Heman 
her  last  name's  Thomas.      She's   Emily   Rich^ds 
Thayer's  granddaughter  though.    Her  granddad  was 
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Everyone  looked  at  Captain  Cv  then      M 
served  Mr  Atlrir,.  (      ■  '       "•    -^°  °"e  ob- 

The  congressman  started. 
Oh,  no!  "  he  said  hurriedl;^     ■<  nt,        il      t. 

^     1  realJy,  I  apologize — I- " 

if  the  heartiness  with  which  thev  Hmnt  • 
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shouts  f  laughter  The  children  played  "  Post  Of- 
fice and  Copenhagen  "  and  "  Clap  in  Clan  n„f  ■• 
while  the  grown  folks  'ooked  on  ^       ' 

PhLl"''  '"L':.r;  ^  't  ''"^'  ^^^^  • "  ^^•^^^^  ^-^ 

aga?n ?•'■  '  "  "''''  y°"  ""'^^  y°"  --  young 

"Angie,"  replied  Captain   Cy  solemnly    "HnnV 

Angeline  declared  that  he  was  "  turrible  "  t,,,^   u 
faced  the  threatened  danger  neverthe le^  ^'d  Itt 
remained  where  she  was.  '^ 

Mr.  Atkins  went  home  early  [„  the  evening  takin^r 

Uh\^J::d-rTe::e'^U^t^-^^  ^^^  -^ 

f-hering,  He  really  felt  that,  uTder  JhTc^^utttf 

the  path.  '       '""'''"^  majestically  down 

"Hum !  "  mused  the  captain  aloud.     "  I  guess  he 
has  been  travel  n'  nlo^htQ      Tl,^     u.  l  . 

here  Quick    T  chn  u  ■  Thought  he  ought  to  be 

"crc  quick,  1  snouldn  t  wonHpr      H.  J         1      ,      . 

that's^  fact  and  kind  ofTatseetdri:!^  ^-^^'^• 
Wei ,  there,  now!  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Tripp  who 

was  poking  over  his  shoulder.  "  Did  you  se  Thar' - 
•No;  what  was  it?" 
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theSor:t"bl;:heTh; ':  n'"  «"^'  °-  °^ 

his  hat  off    And  h!        '  ""  °"*  '*"'  »P""K  "cocked 
right  on      U'ttVri  '"'""'f  '°  "°''^'='  ''"'  -"t 

fww.oit:SLj-nt:L"^/^¥,7 

the  most  undignified  thing  ever  I  see  hJ-      I «- 
<Jo.    He  «„..  be  tired  ou'  poorLan  "  ""  '''"" 


CHAPTER   X 

A   LETTER  AND  A   VISITOR 

WHIT,"  asked  Asaph  next  day,  "  wan't  you 
surprised  to  see  Heman  last  night?" 

had  progressed  slowly  of  late,  owing  to  the  demands 
wh.h  the  party  and  politics  made  upon  its  buZrt 

.  "Yup,"  he  said,  "I  sartinly  was      Prettv  <,„„H 

had  found  the  tide  settin'  too  strong  against  him 
and  had  whistled  for  a  tug.     All  nVht    thl 
scarpH  ft,«  „»i        -j  .  "gM;  the  more 

scared  the  other  side  get,  the  better  for  us." 

But  what  in  the  world  made  Heman  come  over 

oot  -Zl  ?""■  .  "^  "-"  -  --h  as  stepped 
foot  ,n  the  house  afore,  did  he?  That's  the  biggest 
conundrum  of  all."  "'gg"t 

tha'i  S.n'^"'  Ir  ^°'  '^'  "''^''-  Strikes  me 
that  Heman  s  socableness  is  the  best  sign  yet.  He- 
nian  s  a  shck  arfcle,  and  when  he  sees  there's  danger 

scrape  the  burnt  part  off  the  bottom.     I  may  be 
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tell  me  th  he's  X^  c  l  ,  ^^  °"*  '"'^  ^nd 
the  righ  felle  fof  th  ^'  ^"J'^'  ^"  '''°"«  ^  -- 
he  can  do  to  make  .h     ^     '  '""^  '^  '^"'''  ''^^^'-e 

«  p     T  ""J'  ^  S'ze  It  up,  anyhow." 

^y,  1  never  see  anybody  like  vnn     v     -      j     , 

will  say  thaC  fellt'S ''"'  ""'  ^'"'^  ' 
way  or  other     Buf  .f  H         ^  ,        '''  ^°'"  *°"'= 

and  say,  •  Feller  ll      7"  -"^"''^  "'""  ''^^'  °"' 
,     •'•     -seller  citizens,  I'm  beh  nH  T,j  c- 

well,  /  don't  believe  you'3ha^emor'°"  "'"''f  ~ 
a  ten  spot  to  count  for  game^'  "= "  °"'  ^^^^^  ""^ 

member  that  Hel  '"'^  '"  '^  y°"  ^^n  re- 

things/  BwTrthaTs  'Zt  't  7'  '"'  '"' 

riles  me  up  and  make,  ,1!  TL         ^'   ^"^  ^''>  ^' 
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whiskers      Maybe  ,t's  because  he's  so  top-Iofty  and 

'  cotr    R-,n  't^ ""  ""'"'-^ »°  -  -'J  "y= 

Bu.  wh  "^  ''  ""'*  ^'"  '^°'  "  '"^  heels  all  day. 
But  when  he  pats  me  on  the  head  and  says:  '  There! 
therel  n.ce  doggie.  Go  under  the  bed  and  lay  down,' 
my  back  br.stles  up  and  I  commence  to  growl  right 
OS  There  s  consider'ble  VVhittaker  in  me.  as  IVe 
told  you  before."  »  i  vc 

The  town  clerk  pondered  over  this  rather  unsat- 
isfactory l,„e  of  reasoning  for  some  minute  .     Hil 
companion  fitted   a   wooden   chimney   on   the   S 
house,  found  it  a  trifle  out  of  plumb.'and  proceeded 

htht'  r    "t""      ^""  "P  '  P"P'"'"K  riddle,  put 
h«  hand  m  h.s  pocket,  and  produced  a  bundle  of 

tha^l'm"^'  °"'  "  '"'  °^  ^'""^  '^°'^"  '°  'he  easfard 
"sli  f^°'"T'°  ""  *''"  ^^"^™°°n."  he  said. 
Some  of  em  I  guess  '11  vote  for  you,  but  most  of 
em  are  pretty  sartin'  for  'Lonzo.  However,  I- 
Where,  that  l.st?  I  had  it  somewhere's.  And- 
w  1,  I  swan  I  I  come  pretty  near  forgettin'  it  my- 
seit.    1  m  most  as  bad  as  Bailey  " 

pledrvet'""''^°^''^P'="''^P-'l-^^ 

"That  Bailey,"  he  observed,  "must  be  in  love   I 
al  late   though  I  don't  know  who  with.     Ketury,' 
spose,   cordm-  to  law  and  order,  but-    Well,  any- 
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office  a  week  ago  Monday  T  f'  "  '^'  P"^'" 
church  soc/able  and  he  JL  on  v".  V'^*"  °'  '^' 
«"d  he  ain't  worn  it  Vent' ,",  Z'"'  ''"'''''' 
When  he  took  off  the  rn?.'  ^  ^"'^  yesterday, 

fell  out  of  k      I  j,       u    '  ^°'"    '°  ^"^'  '^'  '«t«r 

round  hi°s;s.iK:,,^-vt'"^'''°'«^'''' 

'^-neverheVp'A^StCMrttuL^^"'"' 

^o";sr^Jt;rJ:';f?"''°^''^"p-'" 

few  comments  anH  !  "^  "  °^^''  '"'«d«=  » 

"Oh!    Say,  Asel" 

gutss.    Who  is  it  fh,»'  boardin'  house,  I 

to  quit  namin'  me  with  IVfofu     tT       *  ^  ^^"  you 

Me  as  well  as  n^Lrtkf h^^lhl;";?:     ^  '"^-^  ^ 
the  ground  I •■  "  "  *  ^ore  mto 

"She,  shol    Don't  get  mad     W. 

Kcr  mad.    It  s  your  own  fault 
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-that  Bailey  for^oe-youhavenV^tn  It!;: 

frottpoZt  t:1  ';"''^  '"^'''^'  ^"^  Papers 
woodshed'  haned"-  re  ^  tt  "  '"^  T^  °^  ''' 
and  stalked  off  withluI'Tn^  ^3'^' T^ °''^' 
tain  chuckled,   laid  the   \en..  ,      i        ^  '^''P" 

f«.  boarding  h™  J  J™'     "'  ""'""<'  >°  *'  P"- 

.™ » ..,„„  h,,  »,„"o"'w3rrrf , '° ': 

wmks  and  mystifying  shakes  of  the  head      lZ 

"  Want  to  say  somethin'  to  me   do  voi.?  '•  J,    • 
quired  brisklv      "  Tf  j  '^  ""^     "^  '"" 

set  fh/         ,'•  ,         ''""  '^°'  °"f  with  it!     Don't 

upset.  °a'Jeys.     He  was  very  much 
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"No,  nol  "  he  stammered.  "No,  nol  I  don't 
want  you  for  nothin'.  Was  I  makin'  my  face  go? 
I-I  d.d„t  know  it  I've  been  washin'  carriages 
and  cleanm  up  the  barn  ail  day  and  I  cal'late  I've 
overdone.  I'm  gettin'  old,  and  hard  work's  likely 
to  bring  on  shakin'  palsy  tb  old  folks  " 

H.s  wife  tartly  observed  that,  if  ^ork  was  the 
cause  of  it,  she  guessed  he  was  safe  from  palsy  for 
quite  a  spell  yet.  At  any  rate,  a  marked  recove^ 
set  m  and  he  signaled  no  more  during  the  meal.    But 

Tl^rVlT  °^'T'  '"'^  ^''  '""'^  ''  '^'''''-^iP^r  com- 
pleted,  he  hurried  out  of  doors  and  found  Mr  Tid- 
ditt,^shivering  in  the  November  wind,  on  the 'front 

"Now  what  is  it?"  asked  Asaph  sharply.  "I 
kno.-.  there's  somethin'  -.nd  I've  froze  to  death  by 
sections  waitin'  to  hear  it." 

''Have  you  seen  Cy?"  whispered  Bailey,  glanc- 
ing fearfully  over  his  shoulder  at  the  lighted  win- 
dows of  the  house. 

"No,  not  sence  mornin'.     Why?" 

"Well    there's  somethin'  the  matter  with  him. 

bomethin   serious.     I  was  swabbin'  decks  in  the  barn 

about  eleven  o'clock,  when  he  come  postin'  in,  white 

and  shaky,  and  so  nervous  he  couldn't  stand  still. 

l-ooked  as  if  he  had  had  a  stroke  almost      I " 

Godfrey  scissors!  You  don't  s'pose  Heman's 
comin  back  has  knocked  out  his  chances  for  the 
committee,  do  you  ?  " 
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No,  sir-ee!  'twan't  that  r„'„ 
electeA  ,n^  II  ,  "^  ^""-  *-ys  anxious  to  be 
elected  and  all,  but  you  know  his  politics  are  more 
of  a  joke  wth  him  than  anything  else.  A^d  al 
rap  Heman  or  Tad  could  give  him  would  only  m  JI 
h.m  fight  harder.    And  he  wouldn't  talk  po^Tsa 

or  t  other      No,  'twas  somethin'  about  that  letter 

m  t,me  I  hadn't  g.ven  it  to  him  when  it  fust  come 

UP  a^r'  "!''  f  °"^  '"'  '°'-  ''™'  -'I  kept  pw" 
up  and  down  the  barn  floor  and  layin'  into  me  till 
beg  ,„  ,H,-nk  he  was  cra^y.  I  ^^ess  he  Tee'  my 
feelm  s  were  hurt,  'cause,  just  afore  he  left  he  he^I 
out  h.s  hand  and  said  I  mustn't  mind  h    tlk-  he'd 

rXtrsih:?^''^""^-^-^-^'-^'-wt't 

•     ;;  Wouldn't  he  say  what  had  knocked  him  ?  " 

No  couldn't  get  nothin- out  of  him.    And  when 
he  qu,t  he  went  off  toward  home,  slappin'  his  fists 
together  and  actin'  as  if  he  didn't  see  the  road  aero 
h.s  bows.     Now   you  know  how  cool  and  easy  S 
Wh,t  generally  ,s.     I  swan  to  man,  Asel  he  made 
-e  so  sorry  for  him  I  didn't  know  what  to  do." 
„  ^;n  t  you  been  up  to  see  him  sence?  " 
Ao,  Ketury  was  sot  on  havin'  the  barn  cleaned 

X>.ty''°l:z„Tj"  ■  "«•■■'  "* "°» 

s      ».iy.    1  couldn  t  get  away  a  minute   though  I 

3^    like'  rr  "  V'°""  ^'•""'^^  ^^  Simmons'    and 
the  hke  of  that.    You  hold  on  till  I  sneak  into  the 
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S:™  ""17  -"  •'•I  '"■'•''•■•'  '-^  >h».i. : 

iley   entered   the   dinine    room      Ti.-  ' 
sprang  fro.  his  chair  a„d^tm  hojg  ^thrS 

room  door      When  he  saw  who  the  visitors  were 
he  caught  his  breath,  .:.-nost  with  a  soh  TnJ  J 

relieved.  '      "  seemed 

asleep."'"'''"    ^'    '"^'^'P»''i    ^arningly.       "She's 

The  members  ot  the  Board  of  Strategy  nodded 
undemandmgly  and  sat  down  upon  the    of'a      Cap' 

-n  Cy  t,ptoed  to  the  bedroom,  turned  back  the  beS- 
clothes  w,th  one  hand  and  laid  Bos'n  down      Thev 

trdtrb^hinrhr"''^'"'"^^""'"-'^^'-'' 
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"  We  see  she  was  asleep  afore  we  come  in,"  ex- 
plained Asaph.  "  We  see  you  and  her  through  the 
window." 

The  captain  looked  hurriedly  at  the  window  indi- 
cated. Then  he  stepped  over  and  pulled  the  shade 
down  to  the  sill,  doing  the  same  with  the  curtains 
of  the  other  two  windows. 

"What's  the  matter?"  inquired  Bailey,  trying  to 
be  facetious.  "  'Fraid  of  'Lonzo's  crowd  spyin' 
on  us? " 

Captain  Cy  did  not  reply.  He  did  not  even 
sit  down,  but  remained  standing,  his  back  to  the 
stove. 

"Well?"  he  asked  shortly.  "Did  you  fellers 
want  to  see  me  for  anything  'special  ?  " 

"  Wanted  to  see  what  had  struck  you  all  to  once," 
replied  Mr.  Tidditt.  "  Bailey  says  you  scared  him 
half  to  death  this  forenoon.  And  you  look  now  as 
if  somebody's  ghost  had  riz  and  hollered  '  Boo  I ' 
at  you.    For  the  land  sakes,  Whit,  what  is  it?  " 

The  captain  drew  his  hand  across  his  forehead. 

"  Ghost?  "  he  repeated  absently.  "  No,  I  haven't 
seen  a  ghost.  There !  there !  don't  mind  me.  I  ain't 
real  well  to-day,  I  guess."    He  smiled  crookedly. 

"  Don't  you  want  to  hear  about  my  vote-grabbin' 
cruise?"  asked  Tidditt.  "I  was  flatterin'  myself 
you'd  be  tickled  to  hea--  I'd  done  so  well.  Why, 
eveii  Marcellus  Parker  says  he  may  vote  for  you — 
if  he  makes  up  his  mind  that  way." 
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"ff^'lif    IsthataTiv     .  "•     ^""?" 

-%^c.C.P^tKSr-^Are,o„ 

-ce.     "  She"- l-f  l-r'^S'  tr  '^^^"^  '■"  '^^  "«- 

''whatwoo,Lhluftr^I^'r.•'; 

she  might  be.    There',™  •    ^ '^"^"  '  J^ow  but 

"She's  all  riiht   !„    u""^"  '"  *°'^"  ''"'^ " 

Ase^'heaI,dT^";'l"P;7"^-•'     T''^' 
""nd  my  barkin';  I  don'^m       f°°' .'"y'^^f-     Don't 
Jcal'late.    Be  be tter  t«  1         "^    ^  =""  ^^out  sick, 
"  What',       V  •     ^°'-'"°"er,  maybe." 

Baile^i!!!.?"'   '"'°   ^-?      Was    that   letter   of 
^houg'Jrfheard^ter'-"  ""'''  ""  '"'^  ''-'^-     "I 

ti- tn;;XmpTrs^'>' ''  t'  ^^'-y- "  ^•'out 

Was  you  expec^l^  ^ %^rr"'.  '^-'^  it? 
'  Nof    Set  still.''         ^      ShallIgoa„d ^" 

The  pair  on  the  so/a  sat  <itlU     n 
Jke  a  statue  in  the  midd  "  /  'It  flooT'^U  ^^  '"^' 
h's   shoulder,   and  jammed  his  0^1.^   /''"'"'^ 
his    pocket      Steps    rnml  T  r  ^'^^'^  ^sts  into 

F  »  uic  captain  went  to 

1  oo 


A    LETTER    AND   A    VISITOR 

answer  the  knock.    They  heard  the  door  open,  and 
then  a  man's  voice  asked: 
"  Is  this  Cap'n  Whittaker?" 
"  Yes,"  was  the  short  answer. 
"Well,  Cap,  I  guess  you  don't  know  me,  though 
maybe  you  know  some  of  my   family.     Ha    ha' 
Don't  understand  that,  hey?    Well,  you  let  me  ia 
and  1 11  explain  the  joke." 

The  captain'f  r.ply  ^as  calm  and  deliberate. 
_      I  shouldn't  wonder  if  f  understood  it,"  he  said 
Comem.     Don  t-"    The  remainder  of  the  sen- 
tence was  whispered  and  the  listeners  on  the  sofa 
could  not  hear  it.    A  moment  later  Captain  Cy  en- 
tered the  sitting  room,  followed  by  his  caller 

The  latter  was  a  stranger.  He  was  a  broad- 
shouldered  man  of  medium  height,  with  a  yellowish 
mustache  and  brown  hair.  He  was  dressed  in  rather 
shabby  clothes,  without  an  overcoat,  and  he  had  a 
soft  felt  hat  in  his  hand.  The  most  noticeable  thing 
about  him  was  a  slight  hesitancy  in  his  walk  He 
was  not  lame,  he  did  not  limp,  yet  his  left  foot 
seemed  to  halt  for  an  instant  as  he  brought  it  for- 
ward in  the  step.  They  learned  afterwards  that  it 
had  been  hurt  in  a  mine  cave-in.  He  carried  himself 
with  a  swagger,  and,  after  his  entrance,  there  was  a 
perceptible  aroma  of  alcohol  in  the  room 

He  stared  at  the  Board  of  Strategy  and  the  stare 
was  returned  in   full  measure.      Bailey  and  Asaph 
were  wildly  curious.    They,  of  course,  connected  the 
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not  ttef'"™'^^-"-^°  be  satisfied,  at  least' 

.o.st;Btitofairrv77L-"-^^^- 

enough  friends  of  n,ine  not  to  n,  n^If/l"  '°°' 
clear  out.  You'll  understand  vl  n  .  ''°"  *° 
boys  won.  ^„„,„  ^^  -J  /^^    -^^^^^^^^^^ 

riediy"^.'"Dr'  "^"i''  ^^-  Tidditt;  wr/tr. 

..cuiy        iJon  t  say  another  word  Whif  »     4 ^4   l 
-ysffied  Bangs  concurred  with  a  '' Yes  vesi    W 
of  course!     Didn't  have  nn^v-      "' ^         ^''y- 

"  Well  I  "  exclaimed  Asaph      "  If  th,^     •  -     l 
strangest  thin^t     wu        ^  I         ^  *"*'  a'"  '  the 
s  »i  cning!      Who  was  that  feller?     \XTh      -j 
he  come  from?     n;^  •    "^"^rr     vvhci  'd 

Seemed  to  rholdin'tirelfTh    '°"  ""'  ""''''■ 
"Did   you    smeu\h  ^  """"  *'«ngth." 

They  walked  home  in  a  da^ed  state,  asking  un- 
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ansverable  questions  and  making  profitless  guesses. 
But  Asaph's  final  remark  seemed  to  sum  up  the 
situation. 

"  There's  trouble  comin'  of  this,  Bailey,"  he  de- 
clared. "  And  it's  trouble  for  Cy  Whittaker,  I'm 
afraid.  Poor  old  Cy!  Well,  we'll  stand  by  him, 
anyhow.  I  don't  believe  he'll  sleep  much  to-night. 
Didn't  look  as  though  he  would,  did  he?  Who  is 
that  feller?" 

If  he  had  seen  Captain  Cy,  at  two  o'clock  the 
next  morning,  sitting  by  Bos'n's  bedside  and  gazing 
hopelessly  at  the  child,  he  would  have  realized  that, 
if  his  former  predictions  were  wiped  off  the  slate  and 
he  could  be  judged  by  the  one  concerning  the  cap- 
tain's sleepless  night,  he  might  thereafter  pose  as  a 
true  prophet. 
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A   BARGAIN   OFF 

MORNII^.  Georgianna  ••  said  Captain  Cy 
to  h,s  housekeeper  as  the  latter  unlocked 
tne  back  door  of  the  WI  ttakor  »,„., 
next  morning.      "  I'm   a   IhtJlh    a     T  ?" 

time."  "'^   °^  y"   tf>'S 

Miss  Taylor,  being  Bayport  born  and  bred,  was 

setts  Hohow,  a  good  half  mile  from  the  Cy  Whit- 
taker  place,  but  she  was  always  on  hand  at  the  ktt  r 
estabhshment  by  six  each  morning,  except  SundaTs 
Now  she  glanced  quickly  at  the  clock.    The  time  wa^ 
ten  mmutes  to  six. 

"Land  sakes!"  she  exclaimed.     "I  should  sav 

sick^^'L'ff    '^'   "P'^'"    "^"'>-      "I    -in't 
sick.    I  d.dn  t  sleep  very  well  last  night,  that's  all  " 

Georg,anna  looked  sharply  at  him.    His  face  was 

Humph  1      she  grunted.      "No,    I   guess   y„u 
■dn  t.    Looks  to  me  as  if  you'd  been  up  all  night." 
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Then  she  added  an  anxious  query:  " 'Tain't  Bos'n 
— she  ain't  sick,  I  hope  ?  " 

'■No.     She's  all  right.     I  say,  Georgianna,  you 

Cbirfas?^^'"'''''''"^^"'"'-  ^---"p-v 

The  housekeeper  was  surprised. 

"  For  breakfast?  "  she  repeated.  "  Land  of  good- 
ness! whos  comin'  for  breakfast?  I  never  heard 
of  company  droppin'  in  for  breakfast.  That's  one 
meal  folks  generally  get  to  home.  Who  is  it?  Mr 
lidditt?  Has  Ketury  turned  him  out  door  because 
he  s  too  bad  an  example  for  her  husband?  " 

"  No,  'tain't  Ase.  It's  a— a  friend  of  mine.  Well 
n^:'  exactly  a  friend,  maybe,  but  an  acquaintance' 
from  out  of  town.  He  came  last  evenin'.  He's 
up  m  the  spare  bedroom." 

T  "Yih  ^  "*''"-'■■'  ^"""^  unexpected,  didn't  he? 
1  w.sh  I  d  known  he  was  comin'.  That  spare  room 
bed  am  t  been  aired  I  don't  know  when." 

"I  guess  he  can  stand  it.  I  cal'late  he's  slept  in 
consider  ble  worse-Hum!  Yes,  he  did  come  kind 
of  sudden. 

"  What's  his  name  ?  " 

"  What  difference  does  that  make?  I  don't  know's 
his  name  makes  any  odds  about  gettin'  his  break- 
fast for  him." 

Georgianna  was  hurt.  Her  easv-going  employer 
had  never  used  this  tone  before  when  addressing 
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you-  I  on,,  i  h  "'''.r"  >""""^'  'hank 
times  to  "1  wtL;r",;^'  '°"^^"'^"'  '°-- 
°r  Sol  Toner  Bufr  V"-""  '  P'"°"  «'"  Smith 

nezza  .  I  know  when  r  I""  ''  ''"  ^^''"^''=''^- 
guess."  "  '°  ''"P  "'y  »°"g«e  still,  I 

io^'/.frr,:;L:ir---  ^---^^ 
'so:/';:ir,::^°"X^-'^".''esaid.  ..cot 

Smith,  come  to  think  ^f-TSn 'wr^^'   '"■' 
you  should  guess  righ,  wai't  i/? --     '""'•     ^"""^ 

appetr'"  ""  *■"  *'•=  '^'"'"S  ™-  -»>-  Bos'n 
_' Good     morning,     Uncle     Cyrus,"     she     said 

Br:£;t::.t^J^:,;^-     ttif^-^^^- 
'-nmylap.    I  want  to  talk  to  you^"'"^'"^^"'^-^ 

^^  He  took  her  on  his  knee.    She  looked  up  into  his 

"What's   the   matter.   Uncle   Cy?"   she   asked 
What  makes  you  so  sober?  "  ^- 
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no!    Say,  Bos'n,  do  you  like  your  school 


as  well  as 


ever? 

'_'  Yes,  sir.    I  like  it  better  all  the  time." 

likin-  :„?"'''    ^"'  '''''  ""'•"  '^— «°  - 

salJ^'"  a'Vt°1^"^  en,phatically.     "  fes,  sir,"  she 
one,"  "'  ''""  '''P'  ''^'"  "in"  that 

"Shol  sho!  Course  you  ain't!  So  you  think 
Bayports  as  nice  as  Concord,    'o  you?" 

"Oh!  lots  nicer!  If  mamma  was  only  here  I'd 
never  want  to  be  anywhere  else.  And  not  then, 
maybe,  unless  you  was  there,  too." 

"Huml  Want  to  know  I  Say,  Bos'n,  how  would 
you  feel  if  you  had  to  go  somewheres  else?  " 

To  live?    Have  we  got  to?    I'd  feel  dreadful, 
wh"-  '^  ''°"'^'  ^°'  '°  8°'  ^'"^^'  Cyrus, 

"  Me?  No;  I  ain't  got  to  go  anywheres.  But 
twas  you  I  was  thinkin'  of.  Wouldn't  want  to  leave 
the  old  man,  hey?" 

"  To  leave  yo«I     Oh,  Uncle  Cyrus!  " 
She  was  staring  at  him  now  and  her  chin  was 
tremblmg. 

"  Uncle,"  she  demanded,  "  you  ain't  going  to  send 
me  away?    Haven't  I  been  a  good  girl?  " 

The  captain's  lips  shut  tight.  He  waited  a  mo- 
ment ^before  replying.  "'Deed  you've  been  a  good 
g'rl!  he  sa.d  brusquely.  "  I  never  saw  a  better 
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««•     No,  I  ain't  goin-  to  send  you  awav      D„nV 
you  worry  about  that  "  ^'        °"  ' 

body'yiti'^l'::"''^  •;" '"''  ^°"  -'^ — 

while.    1  ZJTv        '""i  ""'  °"'  ^'"-  «f'"  a 
«he  said  yotsald^^-   ''•''"■  ^'^'^ '°  --■  b- 

.  -^f^H«-nt^:t.;-J--^-•■^-ie. 

But  ajn  t  you  goin'  to  keep  me?     I_I .. 

'■t;:      '•..^^"P^»'"'^-''^'l''erh;^ 

dipper    ^r'.;  r""'-     "^"-  by  the  big 
'■  H  llo!  "       A         ^'P  ^°"'  '^  '-  ""-if  I  can  '• 

in  the  sitting-lTdool  V  Hrr"  ."'^^  "°°'' 
standing  there  the  r^^  •^- .  "^  '""«  *"=  ^''^  ^''" 
did  know  was  that  M  ,"  u'i"°'  ''"°"-  ^hat  he 
not  more  plZl^Jt"  T  ''  "''''''''  ^^ 
viewed  by  the'aid  oT^Ja^i;;"   '''   ""'=    '"'''^''^'^' 

^o^S:t^;f-::t;.^-T-^-th, 

shake  hands  with  him  "  ^  ^'"'  y°"  '° 

-nidtrt;f  H^rr  ^^-  ^™-'''  -^ 

his  own.  "'   '°°''   "   ""d  held   it  i„ 

"  Is  this  the—"  he  began. 
194 


A    BARGAIN    OFF 

Capuin  Cy  bowed  assent. 

"Yes,"  he  said,  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  visitor's 
face.  "Yes.  Don't  forget  what  you  said  last 
night." 

Smith  shook  his  head. 

"  No,"  he  replied.  "  I  ain't  the  kind  that  for- 
gets,  unless  it  pays  pretty  well.  There's  some  things 
I've  remembered  for  quite  a  few  years." 

He  looked  the  child  over  from  head  to  foot  and 
his  brows  drew  together  in  an  ugly  frown. 
^^  "So  this  is  her,  hey?"  he  muttered  musingly. 
"  Humph!  Well,  I  don't  kno-'  as  I'd  have  guessed 
It.  Favors  the  other  side  of  the  house  more— the 
respectable  side,  I  should  say.  Still,  there's  a  little 
brand  of  the  lost  sheep,  hey?  Enough  to  prove 
Piopc.-.y,  huh?  Mark  of  the  beast,  I  s'pose  the 
psa.m-singin'    relations   would   call    it.      D— n   em  I 

J »» 

"Steady!"  broke  m  the  captain.  Mr.  Smith 
started,  seemed  to  remember  where  he  was,  and  his 
manner  changed. 

"  Come  a  .d  see  me,  honey,"  he  coaxed,  drawing 
the  girl  toward  him  by  the  I  ind  he  was  holding. 
Am't  you  got  a  nice  kiss  for  me  this  fine  mornin'? 
Don't  be  scared.    I  won't  bite." 

Bos'n  looked  shrinkingly  at  Mr.  Smith's  unshaven 
cheeks  and  then  at  Captain  Cy.  The  latter's  face 
was  absolutely  devoid  of  expression.  He  merely 
nodded. 
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D'o^'^do^r^,,^^;^"  '-''"-•^  the  v,-s.-eo. 

e-'-a  ifttle  one.  anvh I"  'T  'T  f'"«  ^  hissed 


h's  host.     "  Ne,  er  \nZZu  I    ''^'^'^'  "'"'''■"8  ^t 
ler  bv  =.„.!  Hy.»  "'^'  ^«  ^J  know  each  other  bet 


his  host. 

ter  by  and  by."  

'  What  in  blazes  I  "  !,»  u 
Wessing  was  finished      ^w.""'  °'"u"'^'"  '^'  ^''^'e 
A  left-over  from  the  psalrT^^    ""'  .'"=''  "P  ^°  'hat? 
"I  don't  Icnn    "    Psaim-smgers,  is  it?" 

-•th  deh-berat,o„  '  'TLT  ^'^'P^^""'  ^P^'^-g 
^-  do  it  and  that  she  shal^T-"'"  ^  ^'^'  ^°  ^av^ 
this  table."  ^'  '''""  '^^  't  as  long's  she's  at 

'•St'shalV'^V^^'    Wei,,  I  .eckon-_" 
down?"  "lerstandable,  or  shall  I  write  it 

part  of  Mr.  Smith  He  ^  f  '°"^^"«'°n  on  the 
breakfast  i„  silence  He  T^^  ^"^"''^  ^""^  ^'^  h's 
rapidly.  ■    ^  at^  a  great  deal  and  ate  it 
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_'HiI"  called  M'.  Smith  from  the  sitting  r.o- 
Am  t  I  ,„  on  that?    If  there's  any  kisses^l  "V 

I;uScv'    7'rr'^  «-'"  P'^dingly.    "Must 

over  my  hashfulness  fast.    Hur^up  I  "  '  "^  ^^"*" 

Must  I  kiss   him,   Uncle   Cvni,?"      i,- 
Bos'n.     "MustU"  whispered 

M1P^^a''"i.'?'  '"'^"''■"^  "''''y-  "what's  next  on  the 

"  ThtT'frhT'  °". '" ''''  ^°"^''-  ^°'°"" 

ineres  a  barber  shop  down  the  rn^iH      v 
m-ght  go  there  first,   I  should  say      N^t  ttt 
need  .t,  but  just  as  a  novelty  like  •' "  '^"'  ^°" 

with"Trlr?.^°"'''"°-     What's  the  matter 

wilTt'yt^''-    ^^'"^^^-''^-d  anything  wron, 

"Oh!     Say,  look  herel  you're  a  queer  guy,  you 

wouldn  t  melt  m  your  mouth,  and  the 
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next  you're  fresh  as  a  new  egg.    What  ,>  vn      r   , 
game,  anyway?     You've  gofone    so  don^ri  '    ' 
you  -.in't."  °"'  *^'l  me 

at  fh?'' Sh^'  ^^^^Plainly  embarrassed.    He  gazed 
aLwted    ""'^''"^^ '''''"-  "-"^ewalirs  he 

"No  game  about  ft,"  he  said      "  i     .    ■  , 
andlagr^dthatnotwlaTttbet:?.:?;?:: 

t'JCt^rtirarviVwV;-"  r 

that  other  man.,  settle  on  a  fS;:icTlril'r 

wiJlin'      Tt,      ."'■     '^^^'''  '"  ■■'g'''-     B«  you're  too 
willm  .     There's  something  else      Sav  I  "     T^         ■ 

scowl  was  in  evidence  again  "  S  i  ,  .  '  "^'^ 
you  ain't  got  somethi„''up%o,r  i  :f  h"^'  '°^l 
There  ain't  somethin'  more  that  I  don V  I  '  T" 
is  there?  No  more  secrets  tJa"  2Z^°^  ^'°"' 
.  J>Jo!  You  hear  me?  No'  Yn„'ll  „  . 
rights,  and  maybe  a  little  more  ;han  ^1^°"' 

you're  decent      An^   !  i  >'°"'"  ""'g^ts,  if 

"  H        u  ■.,  "  "  P^'y  y""  to  be  decent  " 

Captain  Cy  interrupted 
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We'll  have  some  n,ove  plans  to  make,  maybe      If 

si:i:;rs:ir.^— '^'-'^^^'-^Haetj 

y"  1  see.  The  fools  ain't  all  dead,  and  there's 
nne  to  beat  an  old  one.  Welllwelli  A,l  Jht 
pard!     I  guess  you  and  me'll  get  along  fine      I've 

eAl  ZnTt'  '  f!  ^°  "  ''^  '"^-  »h0P 
en  I  .  !l  ""  "  ''"''  ^''y  °^  dust  just  at  pres 
-t.  ^  So,  to  obhge  a  friend,  maybe  you'l/  hand  ov"  , 

twoL^Var'biil   "T'  'T  ''^  P"^''"'  "'-"''d  a 
two  dollar  bill,  and  passed  it  to  the  speaker      Mr 

Sm.th  smiled  and  shook  his  head 
"ThriL":l:r^   '"    -    '•'«-    pard,"   he   said. 

it  and  turned  toward  the  door  "    "  '"' 

in  'Z'h'''  "  '''  "''"^'  ''^'"S  ^'"  '•at  from  the  peg 
■n   the   dining  room.     "  I'm   off    for   ,u       i        ^ 

When  I  come  back  I'll  h    ?u  ^  ^''PP'"- 

in  the  digg,Vs.'t  long  "  '''  ^"^""^  ^'"'^  W'"- 

trip  to  the  bart^^^s     He    :l"°;  T""''  '■°'"  J'^ 
f        1  -•  i>.     lie  came  m,  however    insf  Ko 
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to  each  other  fro.  the  go^r  He'sTeVt  '  f"' 
self  and  he's  got  so.e  vfidth  to  Z  hI'ZT.T' 
singer."  "^  '  "o  psalm 

either.    Wha"     he  ^^^0^  ""'  "'/  ''"''^^' 

has  he?    Or  was  vou  ,T  L  °"'  °^  ''"''"««' 

couraged  be  Je  heTeglT"'  "^  ^°°"^  ''  «°'  '"■^■ 

'  Great  snakes  I  "  exclaimed  the  visitor      "  I  f 

,  .  '^''en  a  great  aversbn  to  Mr    <^mhh       a 
was  plainly  afraid  of  him  ^  ''"'^ 

200 


A    BARGAIN    OFF 

cheap  they  say,  but  too  much  of  it  might  be  mighty 
dear  for  you.     Understand?"  ^ 

Smith  patted  him  on  the  baclc.  "  Lord  love  you, 
pardi  ••  he  chuckled,  "  I'm  no  spring  chicken,  'pm 
as  hard  to  open  as  a  safe,  I  am.  It  takes  a  can 
opener  to  get  anything  out  of  me." 

"Yes;  well,  you  can  get  inside  some  folks  easier 
with  a  corkscrew.  I've  been  told  that  Tad's  a  kind 
of  a  medium  sometimes.  If  he  raises  any  spirits  in 
that  back  room  of  his,  I'd  leave  'em  alone,  if  I  was 
you.    So  long  as  you're  decent,  I'll  put  up  with " 

tlin!"*  ^'\^Z'^,r'  °"  '''''  ^='y  '°  the  gate,  whis- 
r  ^  'f  he  hadn't  a  care  in  the  world.  Captain 
Cy  watched  h,m  go  down  the  road,  and  then,  with 
he  drawn,  weary  look  on  his  face  which  had  been 
there  smce  the  day  before,  he  entered  the  sitting  room 
and  threw  himself  into  a  chair. 

Miss  Phoebe  Dawes,  the  school  teacher,  worked 
late  that  evenmg.  There  were  examination  papers  to 
be  gone  over,  and  experience  had  demonstrated  that 
the  only  place  where  she  could  be  free  from  inter- 
ruptions was  the  schoolroom  itself.  At  the  perfect 
boardmg  house  the  shrill  tones  of  Keturah's  voice 
and  those  of  Miss  Phinney  and  Mrs.  Tripp  pene- 
trated through  shut  doors.  It  is  hard  to  figure  per- 
centages when  the  most  intimate  details  of  Bayport's 
fam.ly  I.fe  are  being  recited  and  gloated  over  on  the 
other  s.de  of  a  thin  partition.  And  when  Matilda 
undertook  to  defend  the  Come-Outer  faith  against 
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Mr'?id!f>.°!,"''u''^°^''^'  ''"=  ^"''^l  not  was.  as 
Mr.  Tidditt  described  it,  "like  feedin'  time  n  , 
parrot  shop."  """^  ■"  » 

ana  started  on  her  lonely  walk  home. 

nine  otloT'Trer"-'"  °"  ^'"^^^  ''  "^^^  ^^'^ 

Krvals.     Simmons's  front  windows  are  ablaze    n( 
course,   and  so   ar^   th^   a-  aoiaze,   ot 

barber  shoo       r!M         ^"^^  P'""   °^  Simpson's 
are  bo^h tt' the  d  po'tToaT"  ""'"^  "'  '"^"'^•'"''^ 

are  passed  the  onlTlTces  oTilf'  "'•"'"  ^'^"^ 

vatf^r.^     I  Z*^  sources  of  iJlummation  are  the 

catered  gleams    rom  the  back  windows  of  dw  11 
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began  to  climb  the  slope  of  Whittaker's  Hill     And 
he  e  the  wmd,  rushing  in  unimpeded  over  S    flooded 
salt  meadows  from  the  tumbled  bay  ou  side   woun^ 

-wL:;;^/----;;x^^.-^ed 

ana  nearer,   and,   a   moment  later,   a  man's  voice 
bgansmgrng'' Annie  Rooney,"  a  melody  "hen  pTst 
.ts  pnme  ,n  the  cities,  but  popularized  in  Baypo 
by  some  departed  batch  of  summer  boarders    '' 
t>he  did  not  recognize  the  voice  and  she  did  nn. 

the  person  behind  stopped  his-r.^^;^^^^^^^^^^ 
is  it"  Hold      °  "Hello,  ahead  there!    Who 

ihe  disobeyed  the  order  to  "  hold  on  "  ,n^  u 

1T7-    ''':  ''"'  --  °^  no  alii  :Lo:    e  Tr 
he  follower  broke  into  a  run  and  soon  was    y  h 
side.     He  was  a  stran£er  to  her. 

"Wheel     Wowl"  he  nanted      "  Tt,-    • 
track    narri      D  II  Pantea.        ihis  is  no  race 

track,  pard.     Pull  up,  and  let's  take  it  easv.     Mv 
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off  leg's  got  a  kink  in  it,  and  I  don't  run  so  easy  as 
used  to.     Great  snakes;  what's  your  rush?     a'v 
^oujond  of  company?     Hello!     I  believe  it's  a 

She  did  not  answer.     His  manner  and  the  smell 
of  hquor  about  him  were  decidedly  unpleasant.    The 
.dea  that  he  might  be  a  tramp' occurred  I  her 
Tramps  are  our  bugaboos  here  in  Bayport 
"Wdl  77"!''    «^'='™^d    the    man    hilariously, 
in  I    ;7  .  ^'^"^"V^J--  there  was  one  loose 

All  cats  are  gray  m  the  dark,  hey?  You  can't  see 
me,  ne.ther,  so  we'll  take  each  other  on  trust.  '  She'I 
2Ztri^''  '-''-'  Say,  Maud,  may  J 
on?h'  Tn  ^"^^''"'^  "°^-     The  Whittaker  place 

ifdis;:t^r 

"  What's  the  matter   Carrip?":-     •    j    i 
"  nnn't  K-  J      T  inquired  the  man. 

Don  t  be  scared.    I  wouldn't  hurt  you.     I'm  just 
onesome,   that's   all.    and   I   need   society,      d" 
rush,    you  11    rum    your   complexion.      Herel    come 
under  my  wmg  and   let's   toddle   along   together 
How's  mamma  ?  "  '"gciner. 

him"'  Sh"f  •  J""  T  '"'^  P""^'^  ^'^  ^^'^  beside 
h.m.    She  tned  to  free  herself,  but  could  not.    Her 

unwelcome  escort  held  her  fast  and  she  was  obl,"ed 

to  move  as  slowly  as  he  did.    It  was  very  dark. 
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^  Maud,   hey?     Or  Julia?     I  always  liked  Juli 
Don  t  be  peevsh.     Tell  us,  that's  a  good  g,rl  " 

arm  from  h,s  grasp,  g.vmg  him  a  violen.  push  as 
she  d,d  so  He,  being  unsteady  on  his  feet,  tumbled 
down  the  low  bank  which  edged  the  sidewalk.    Th  „ 

sh  ran  on  up  the  hill  as  fast  as  she  could.  sZ 
heard  him  swear  as  he  fell. 

She  had  nearly  reached  the  end  of  the  Whittakcr 
fence  when  he  caught  her.  He  was  laughing  and 
that  darmed  her  almost  as  much  as  if  h?h;d%e;n 

fasl^"?''-'."""''*^'"  ^'  ^''"^'''^'''  ''°''i-g  her 
Not  thi.T-"",  '%T^'  ^"^  y°"-  Not  much! 
Not  th.s  time  D.d  you  ever  play  forfeits  when 
y  u  was  htde?  Well  this  is  a  forfeit  game  and 
you  re  It.  You  must  bow  to  the  prettiest,  ,eel  to 
he  w.tt,est,  and  kiss  the  one  you  love  b«t.  Id 
ni  let  you  off  on  the  first  two.     Come  now!     Pay 

Then   she  screamed.     And  her  scream   was  an- 

rd   sh  V7     ^  ^^^^  ''"""«  •'-''  -■^''  ^  bang 
toward  her^^'"'  "'"^  ""'  ^"""'"^  ^'°"^  ^'^  ^^^ 

"O  Cap'n  Whittaker!"  she  called.  "Come! 
Come  quick,  please !  " 

How  she  knew  that  the  person  running  toward 
her  was  Captam  Cy  has  not  been  satisfactorily  ex- 
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plained  even  yet.    She  cannot  explain  f»  and  neifh.r 

u       ^^  arr  r  ^""t  r"'^'''4  - 1 

'^  'atrers  answer.     He  certainly  had  not  heard  h^r 

refuge  behmd  the  captain's  bulky  form      Th!  !, 
men  looked  at  each  otLr     Q     !^  "^  '^^ 

breath.  "  "'"  °"'^'--    Sm.th  was  recovering  his 

f„y'''  ''°"^,'•'  ''■  "  '^P^^'"^'^  Captain   Cy      Th-n 
turning  to   M.s  Ph.be,   he  asked':   <' L.d  he  hu'^ 

I  "S-    Who  IS  he?    Do  you  know  him?" 

Her  persecutor  ans..ered  the  question. 

"  H.  r         ^°"  ''^'  ''"  ''""^^  "«=!  "  he  snarled 

bu^ness.     T  wan't  gJiJ  rhurt^:  a^""  '"'''  °'^" 

ihe  captain  paid  no  attention  to  him. 
h.     A?A        ^"""^   '"'™'"    ''^    "^id    grimly       Then 

B«  Mr.  S„i,h  ,„  ,„,,  ,„  ,„,  ,.,j  ^^^ 
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the  "spirits"  raised  by  Tad  Simpson  to  heed  the 
menace  in  the  words. 

Weil    Sm.th  amt  gom',  d'you  see!     He's  goin'  to 

roost  here!     I  Icnow  whafs  what!     You  can't  t  Ik 

tome.     I've  got  rights,  I  have,  and '• 

Blast  your  rights !  " 

y^s'mL'^'"'"  ^"-'  -y  rights,  hey?  Oh, 
me  out  n"  T"  T  "'  «°'  '"°"^y  y°"  ""  -^heat 
ahn,7i?    ?'^°"^    Well,  you  can't!    And  how 

Shti t T:r' "' ^" '■'^'''^-  s'p°- 1 -1^ 

ngnt  into  that  house  and " 

"Stop  it!     Shut  up!     You'd  better  not " 

here'fyou:^'^"  ''''■'"""  """"  ^""  ^^>'^  '  ^-ie, 
He  didn't  finish  the  sentence.     Captain  Cy's  big 
fi  t  stn.ck  him  fairly  between  the  eyes' and  the  ba  f 
of  his  head  struck  the  walk  with  a  "  smack !  "    Then 

iTdtnl      'T°:'^  "'"■^'^  ""^  illuminating  hi 
muddled  brain,  he  heard  the  captain's  voice. 

or.  ]°Ar  "  ^7""'  ^°°^ ■  ^°' -  ""'hin'  scamp !  " 
growled  Captain  Cy.  "  AH  this  day  I've  been  hatin' 
myse  f  for  the  way  I've  acted  to  you.     I've  hated 

T  ^V'V'""'  '°  ^P""''  "P  courage  to  sy 
Its  all  off!  •  But  I  was  too  much  of  a  coward  [ 
guess.  And  now  the  Lord  A'mighty  has  n.a,e  'Je 
say  It.  You  want  your  rights,  do  you?  So?  Then 
get  em  ,f  you  can.  It's  you  and  me  for  it,  and  we'll 
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side  of  five  minute,,   I'll  walk  into  that  house  of 

yours  and  get  my " 

Th,  ^nptain  dropped  Miss  Dawes's  arm  and 
strode  oack  to  where  hi,  antagonist  was  sitting  in 
the  du,t  of  the  walk.  Stooping  down,  he  shook  a 
big  forefinger  m  the  man's  face. 

"You've  been  out  West,  they  tell  me,"  he  whis- 
pered  sternly.  "Ye,!  Well,  out  West  they  taie 
he  law  mto  the.r  own  hands,  sometimes,  I  hear, 
i  ve  been  m  South  America,  and  they  do  it  there, 
too  Just  so  sure  as  you  go  into  my  house  to-night 
and  touch-well,  you  know  what  I  mean-just  so 
ure  1 11  k.ll  you  like  a  dog,  if  I  have  to  chase  you 
to  Jer.cho.  Now  you  can  believe  that  or  not.  If 
I  was  you  I'd  believe  it." 

Taking  the  frightened  schoolmistress  by  the  arm 
once  more  he  walked  away.  Mr.  Smith  said  noth- 
mg  till  they  had  gone  some  distance.  Then  he 
called  after  them. 

"  You  wait  till  to-morrow!  "  he  shouted.  "  You 
just  wait  and  see  what'U  happen  to-morrow!  " 

Captain  Cy  was  silent  all  the  way  to  the  gate  of 
the  perfect  boarding  house.  Miss  Dawes  was  silent 
likewise,  but  she  thought  a  great  deal.  At  the  aate 
she  said: 

"  Captain  Whittaker,  I'm  ever  so  much  obliged 
to  you.    I  can't  thank  you  enough  " 

"Don't  try,  then.  That's  wha,  you  said  to  me 
about  the  cow." 
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he-can  he-     WhaTjV"''  '"'°  '^*"'"-    "^^ 
'ow?    Who /.he?"  "•""  "''"^  to-mor- 

^^The  captain  pushed  his  cap  back  fro.  his  fore- 

"Teacher,"  he  saiH    "  »i,      . 
there,  about  Jettin'  '.lor       '  ",  '  P™""*-'   «'"'t 
As  for  trouble-^e]    r;;\*^^  "^^  °'  '^^elf? 
enough  in  my  liJXlt'      .  "'^  [''  ''^'^  '^"""e 
JVe  got  another  111      A    t™"^'''  ''"'  ^  "^''^^^ 
J  did  just  the  righ^  thin.      'i°^'  '^""'^  y°"  f-*- 
If  it  was  only  fe  i^tTt  ^ ^  ^^^^  ^  '^''^  '>. 
there's-"     He  T       ?°"''^"  *   f^et,   either.     But 

"P  forward  ^lir^tor-"?'   '"''  P""'^'^  ^h" 
turned  to  go.  ""'^  "'8''^-    ^e  added,  and 

was  a  Jittle  prejudiced  L  ^^"''^""  "'"=  "^''d.  '■  I 
I  was  told  'har;ou  'of r  T  "^"  '  "-«=  "ere. 
«"d  there  was  n^ore  tha^  Tb  t  u""'^"''  P''^''*'""' 
-iiish  reasons  of  ylurZ,  Wh  "  '""  '''^  '"'  '- 
"Do?  "  ""'  '''''ooJ  I  was-^'"  '°"  ""'='*  *^^      ■ 

.town  tW  "L!  r^'lve  r  "'\'"'^^"*  '°°'  '■" 
'"  the  glass  ever  sfnce  %  /"'!'""•=''  '°  ^ook 
idiot."  ''^-     I  3'"  t  always   such   an 

Jifeti^t'-  co'n^nue?  fcoT  '°^  ""^-'^  ■"  -V 
the  schoolmistress,   "  and  I've 
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"VouVe     heard      W    ^"V  ''''''"  ""^  ««''<>d- 
Hadn't-—"  """     "^"^     "»    'ne    partner. 

cou«^lJ  l'"rtaS°\"^'  ^°"'  '~"^'«=   '«•   of 
But  whatever    "^jt^ '''=•"  '  -^^ion  it  to  anyone. 

not  your  fa^  t     Nol     7"  '"V  "^^'  ''"^  i^'s 

prontdT/nd  thooTitT"-,   "^  ""^^^'^  '--^  ^''•^ 
the  dark.  *  '''"*''5^'  ""^^  "'^de  off  into 


CHAPTER   XII 

"  TOWN-MEETIN'  " 

THIS  is  goin- to  be  a  n,e.oriable  town  n,eet. 
'"  I       decared    Sylvanus    Cahoon,    with 

"  I  bet  you  evet  able  bhJ'7''"  •'"  '^'  '°'^"''^"- 
here  th.I  Jenor ''?  t^',  X' "  ^.^'"f  '"  "^ 
a  me-«<,-riable  meetinM  ••'  "  "'''''  ^  ^"^  ''' 

wh:s:s:t:ixs:'"'"^"'-'^j-'^''i>-^. 

neiZ°'  HeSl  re'rTad^"lo''rr  ^-■"''  ''^-' 
to  me."  ''•    ^°°''*  happy,  seems 

•Lonz:  S  I'him^Tr;  "  ^  t''''  ='^°" ' 
ful,  don't  he?     Them  that    ,r,°V°^^°^J°y- 

212 


"TOWN-MEET  IN'" 

InJ^V.''  ^'■'^'^f '/""'Wing  with  excitement,  and  shak- 
mg  hands  effus.vely  with  everyone  he  met,  pushed 
h.s  way  up  the  aisle  and  bent  over  his  friend.' 
Whv    •  -.t"'     r'^'^P"""'^  J°^'='''.  "Where's  Whit? 

i^o,  replied  the  town  clerk  "  Pr  .l- 
seen,s  to  be  all  right.  I  stop^d  intn  thetytjnl 
and  Cy  sa.d  not  to  wait;  he'd  be  here  on  time  He"! 
been  kmd  of  off  his  feed  for  the  last  day  or  ;»  and 
I  cal'late  he  didn't  feel  like  hurryin'.  Say,  Joe  now 
honest  what  do  you  think  of  my  chances'  '' 

so  far,  Asaph  s  chances  looked  fair,  pretty  fair  bu 

T  dr"  'rr''"''  ^^^^'^^  -metiLs tn  m" 

over  :;™.''^'  ^^^^  '-^  "^^^  ^''^  '^-'^^haking  all 

torn  and  conducted  to  the  platform.  After  thumt>^ 
■ng  the  desk  with  his  fist  he  announced  that  X 
gathenng  would  "come  to  order  right  off,  as  th  re 
was  cons,der'ble  business  to  be  done^and  it  ought  S 
be  gom'  ahead."    He  then  proceeded  to  read  he  caU 

than  AhT'"'-c  ^'''^  "^^'"°"y  -'  -  ~r  ove 
eetloudl  T  ^T"'  "^"^•'^  ^'''"y"  --  on  his 

"h  S  ''"^'I^.'IV''  ^^  '"^°""^'J  -hy  the  town 
hadn  t  done  nothm'  "  toward  fixing  up  the  Bassett's 

Hollow  road.  Uncle  Bedny's  speech  had  proceeded 
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had  seated  themselves  near  hb, To  h!      !.    f'*^  ''"'^ 
such  emergencies      ThTZ  .  ^  '""'^^  ^""^  i"« 

"^ »'  ofi,„  ^..„";;s  s;  '^"*'">-  ».«. 

was  a  devout  admiVpr  „<•  *u  '  "^"owles 

election  would  have  bee  •^"'  '^'''■"'''  ^"'^  ^'^ 

victory  for  the  opposition  r."''^'"'^  '  P^^''''"'"'>^ 
of  Captain  Cy's  adh      "  "  ""'  ''^^"  *•''«  '"='ny 

love  of  mlcWef  In  T"^  ^°'  ^'^'"  from  a 

-ance  oftlm^^  ra„7hr "  '''''■ 
chairman."  '"""^  ^    ""    °''^»   -^en   Alvin's 

JotiS;^te"t:^^tst?°"^T^'-- 

witness   a   political   wre,.-  .''  """^^  '*'"'=  ^o 

Simpson  and  C  ^  wiV^So  ''^^""  ^^'^ 
hope  that  CongrLman  S  miirdLTh""  tt 
'n  person.     But  neither  the  H.        m  *  ^^^*^ 

Cy  was  in  the  hall  as  '  S  Pm  -T  ^='P^"" 
elected  selectman  In^  ,        "  ^'""'^^^  ^="'  re- 

Nobody  but  laph  i     ;   °  ""  ^'^P''  Tidditt. 
y         Asaph  seemed  surprised  at  this  result 
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His  speech  of  acceptance  would  undoubtedly  h,v. 

Bassett's  Hollow  road   "h.H     ?    J  '"*'""  ""= 

that  nommat,ons  for  the  vacant  place  on  the  schrni 
committee  were  in  orH^r     Tu  °°' 

stir  on  the  set  ee       Th!  u    ""f  '  Perceptible 

been  waitinffo;  "  ""  "'"  '''^  ""^^''"^  '>=''» 

Cahol"  "'^"."^^  "'•  "«=•"«"  yet,"  observed  Mr 

C  hoon  cranmg  h.s  neck  in  the  direction  of  the  door 

it  s  the  queerest  thing  ever  I  see." 

"  Queer  enough  about  Cy,   &  ,'t's  a   fart "  .„ 

curred  Captain  Dimick     "  T    •  v  '     *^°"' 

^  *\™™  »'  Slor,  „  „„  .L„„„  Snow"  Ed 

witn  sharp  edges  would  sink  in." 

nm."^^''-  f '"L'"'°"'  ''  ""''""'''  ^"^  "°t  yet  ready  to 
proceed  w,th  the  coronation.  He  had  risen  to  ask 
P  m.ss.o„  of  the  meeting  to  defer  the  school  com' 
-.ttee  matter  for  a  short  time.    Persons,  important 
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persons,  who  should  be  presenf  „  k-.      i. 
'"«  was  going  on.  had  nof^"  nVef  H   "°'"''"'- 

-chasehtat'^h:';:,;^''^?'^'^-  ^^-^ 

ought  not  to  be  hurrfed  etc?!!;  °"'  ""''"'"'^ 

.    ^'■- ^""P*°"'s  request  was  unexDccted     Tk 

own  hull.    M,  Mod<r.,„    iT        "•  """  *"■' 
T.<f  w..  „„  hi,  to  i„,„„,|^ 

me  to  name  him      A  H^Kf  ^^'"  '  "»  need  for 

lovely  memonaTwinl:''::!:""'"^  '°^"  P-P>  ^ 
a  voSTomXtler-  appropriation  P  "  cried 

Mr.  Simpson  was  taken  ahart      u-    r 
and  he  angrily  turned  toward ^e  in^uTe:  '"^''^'^ 

anaSldr;4:f?t:„^;;^-^^^^^ 

I  know  your  tongue     The    H        .     '  ''°°'^  '^°^"- 
ongue.    The  idea  of  you  findin'  fault 
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because  a  big  man  like  Congressman  Atkins  don't 
jump  when  you  holler  '  Git  up  I '    Wh.f  a1        l 
about  doin's  at  Washington?    tS  I    ?°" ''""^ 
priaHon  .l  go  through  Ta^^oi;:  t^ ca^^^" 

ietSd  ]^r:^^^'-  ^-•^"  Bayport^S 

"And  their  congressmen  provide  for  'em  "  called 

«  vo.e.     Tad  whirled  to  face  his^jf 

wherfhe  ir    Y"'  '^'.^''''  P^'"*^^'  ^^o  votes 
"  n  J  Pf '"     '""^  K«'  paid  accordin'." 
Order  I"  cried  several. 

all 2  ' Vm''  ^'■-  ^°'^"'''°^'  I'll  keep  order 
.ck  that  I  kl  'T  '°"'  ir^"'  ''"'^  y°"'  J-  D™. 
your  he  d  W  tt ''"'  '''"^  ^'"^^^  "°^--  i«o 
Who  is^Aa^'h  know  unless  we're  born  fools. 
Cn  *'.'"'*"  ^'•yn   the  Honorable  Heman 

Atkms  was  sh.rkm'  that  appropriation?    Who  wa 

'ztf%^'r'  T'  ^^--HlrhTtd  tt' 

he«     lo^r    Tu"''"'    ^°'^°^'    I  wish  he  was 
here.^  I  only  w.sh  he  was  here!     I'd  say  it  to  his 

"Well,  he  is.    Heave  ahead  and  say  it  " 
Everyone  turned  toward  the  door.     Captain  Cv 
had  entered  the  hall.    He  was  standing  TnTh  'aisk' 
and  w,th  h,m  was  Bailey  Bangs.    The  captain  LokVi 
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Pns.ng  qu.ckness  and  apparent  discon  fi       7'^"  "^- 

I'-  the  fei,r 'the   as    s;::  e?;:^  '  ;'"  ^  "'"'^^-^ 
A<»^e  said  that  1  dHn'.  .         ''^"■'"«  *°-     I 

was  so  hard  to  get      I M?  ^'^  '''''  ^PP-priation 
Pnations  are  got^nd  Ih  US"    I^L^^  ^Tf 

rre;.nr-.::^r-^  "--^^ 

I  lie  aaaed,  raising  his  voice  "  I'll  .l  -i 
I  was  sent  to  Washin'ton  by  t^ Ln  o  '  '  '^ 
or  not,  I'd  move  h»,  /  '  *^°"g'"essnian 

from    he  presrden/r  "^f''''  '"^  '''  ""^i- 
all      S„      ^'^^"'«'ent  down  till  I  did  get  it      That', 

""„  So  would  any  live  man,  I  should  think  " 
.•th^d^brAMr^^r^'''''--     Before 

-•tted  of  Mrsfmtnrjotrwl^''^  r^ 

gesticulating  for  attention  '  °"  ''"'  ^^"• 

a  ltn.''wev::ii''h'^  tr'.' " '  -^-  ^°  -'^•^ 

-ade.    All  Hghlt  i  Tmf  ''«  ^^''^  ^''"'^  "- 

-n  Cyrus  wL;aker"heipToL7--te?^^^^ 
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There  was  a  roar  of  laughter.  This  was  exarHv 
the  sort  of  "tit-for-taf  hLor  that  appeal  "a 
Yankee  crowd.     The  „,otio„  was  seconded  ha  ?  a 

shrhrh:.^"^"'^-^"-'"--^^^ 

"A  joke's  a  joke."  he  said,  "  and  we  all  lit.  , 
good  one.    However,  this  .eelin-  is ;«;;    'd  tb 
for  business,  not  fun,  so " 

WeV?'1?'      ^"""°"'       ^^'^    ^''"    ^^^ondedl 
We  ve  got  to  vote  on  it!  "shouted  a  chorus. 

order,     began  the  moderator,  but  Captain  Cy  ros^ 
to  h.s  feet.    The  grim  smile  had  returned  to  his  face 
and  he  looked  at  the  joyous  assemblage  with     mo 
hisdd  expression  of  appreciative  alertness. 

Brot^'"!''  ""'""i'^u  ^°'''"  ^'  ^^'■'^-    "  I  realize  that 
Brother  Leonard  has  rather  got  one  on  me,  so  to 

Tl   ^'["^'^'i-on'^^od,..    riU.acommtt 
of  one  on  the  harbor  grab,  and  if  nothin'  comes  of 
-t  1 11  take  my  share  of  kicks.    Gentlemen,  I  appreci- 
ate your  trustfulness  in  my  ability." 

This  brief  speech  was  a  huge  success.     If,  for  a 

rnoment    the  pendulum  of  public  favor  had  swung 

oward  Simpson,  this  trumping  of  the  latter's  lead 

-ng  card  pushed  .t  back  again.    The  moderator  had 
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-^c^diffi.ie,  .•„  r«.on„,  order  to  the  hnario. 

to  non,i„'at    C^ru,  wIl^T"'.^"'^  ^''-^'^'^'l 

so„,e  „,e„taJ  struggtTo  1  ""  °'  '°"'  ^"'^  -""- 
dress,  and  it  was  fen^h  P^eparat.on  of  his  ad- 
was  described  TpoZL'"'  t'':  ^='''^^'"  ^^ 
^-t^ning  with  a  Lnd  beh^„H  .'''^  """«•  ^-Jey, 
JO  applause  at  fre^Mn  e^t'^  "J  ^^^  T°^^'^ 
forgot  the  dignity  of  hU         V\  "'""'  ^'^P^ 

P'atfonn  and  poL^d  the  Tffi  1  TT"  °"  ''^ 
The   only   person   to  "'  '^"''  '"  «"tasy. 

"ominee  hiS"  He  sTtl  trT""!^'^  ^^^  ^^^ 
eyes  cast  down,  and  w!  ^  t '^  '"  ^'"  *^"'  »"■« 
away.  '     "'^  *"*  ^''oughts  apparently   far 

Josiah  Dimick  seconded  the  caotain'.         •      • 
Then  Mr.  Sin,pso„  stepped  to  the    "    ."'"!!""""• 
a  wistful  glance  at  tl ,.  /*^    /°  "^  ^'O"*  and,  after 

''Feller^itLrs,";Ta?d^?•"■^''^^"''•■ 
put  in  nomination  for  school 'r.      "  ""^  ^"^'^'«'  '° 
name  stands  for  all  H, t'       ^°"""'«ee  a  man  whose 

^-iveinthis^ltCTuX^td^"'^^"- 
goin'  to  ask  you  to  let  L  c  ^  "^^  '*  ^''" 

cernin-  somethin'  that  bear  I  "  """"^  "'  *^°  '°"- 
which,  I  believe  22"  1'  °"  ''"'^  "  '^"-  -d 
It's  somethin*  tha  Zt"'  .  '°"  °"«'''  ^^  '^""w. 
'•t'li  be  a  surprife  a^  ;^  ^°"  '^^"'^  '^""w,  and 
Pnse,  a  b,g  surprise.     I'll  be  as  quick 
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7onJ'"'  "'  '  "'''"•=  ^-'"  '"-k  -e  when  Vm 

the  threatened  disclosure  ^'  '""""'"'"^ 

"  Feller  Bayporters,"  went  on  Tad    "  there', 
thing  we've  all  ^„r,.A  '       ""^  *  °"«= 

mean't  to  voee    or'  That"'  Tu  "'""  "''°  '^^'^ 

"'      well,  tnen,  1  ask  you  th  s-     Wn.iU 
c;iT:'r  ^  "T  ;'  '"^  '''^^  job  who  delibrat 
ne  mind  of  that  child  against  his  own  oarent   anH 
when  that  parent  come  to  claim  that  child  fisttrJd 

marlc  what?  "'^  '°  '"'"•     ^^"^  ''°"<=  ''" 

mark  wha    I  say-for  reasons  which-which-well 

honor  „r  ;    1     .  ,      """"^  "'  "'^"  ^^  want  to 

honor  or  to  look  out  for  our  own  children's  school- 

sat!^n""bv7'°"  ""'^°"''^^'^'y  -""t  to  cause  a  sen- 

The  St  r  an7"v'  """''•  "^  "^^^'"'^  ^id  so. 
ine  stir  and  whispering  redoubled.  Asaph  his 
-outh  open,  stared  wildly  down  at  Captain  Cy  'The 
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<jentlemen,"  continued  the  soeaUrr   "  i    .    •  •. 

been   away  ou    T  TV  ''°°'''  ''""'  """>  -^o'd 

tHough7'/e  wa    S  t-r.e"";'   ^'^     "°"" 
died  grievin*  for  him      qu    .T        ^''"«'"  '°  '''"d 

only  slenleght  year  o,;     VVh'  "f  '^'^  «'^'- 
back   ».ii        •    [    '  *^"«"  this  man  come 

another  town      Thl  ^'■'  ^°  =*  '""'"g"  '" 

her  off   ;r  .      ^       ""«"  ^""y  "'^=»''  to  send 
ner  oft    too;  he  said  so  dozens  of  times      A  a„n^ 

many  of  you  folks  right  here  heard  h  m  say  t  7j 
he  never  sent  her-he  kept  her.    Why?    We  1   Z- 
the  question.     /  shan't  answer  it     7  ,"  I  , 

nobody     All  I  «,    •       .""^'^^■^  't-     /  am  t  accus  n' 

wu'ih  mi;?"^^  '''°"^'"' '°  ^--  p-p"^ '  laid: 

histrhtd'  MLTh- "h  '''^ '" '''-''  =■"- 
rS:^:^^^i^"--^-i"h-^ 

do  w-th  nominatin'  for  school  Jomi^e  /  IS  ^ 
out  of  order,  Alvin?"  "'•™ttee.     Am  t  he 
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ou.a,  the  majority  of  those  before  him.    The"  were 
shout,  of.     Go  ahead,  Tad !  "  '.  Tell  „,  the  IT  " 
Let  him  go  on,  Mr.  Moderator  1  " 
Cy  Whittaker  slowly  rose. 
"Alvin,"  he  said  earnestly,  "don't  stop  him  yet 
As  a  favor  to  me,  let  him  spin  his  yarn  "  ^ 

S.mpson  was  ready  and  evidently  eager  to  spin  it 
In-  ZlT^  he  proclaimed,  "this  father,  L  „. 
n   for  h,s  dead  wife  and  longin'  for  his  child,  comes 
to  the  town  where  he  was  to  find  and  take  her    T„d 
when  he  meets  the  man  that's  got  her  when  h.  .n 
poor  and  down  on  his  luck,  wh'at  do:;;irmt-Tht 
rich  man-do^     Why,    /ust  of  all,   he's  sweeter'n 
MJ  to  him    takes  him  in,  keeps '  h^m  o-IrntL 
and  the  next  day  he  says  to  him :  '  You  just  beX; 
nd  say  nothm'  to  nobody  that  she's  your  little  li 
11  make  ,t  wuth  your  while.     Keep'quiet  t„  I'm 
'•eady  for  you  to  say  it.'    And  he  gives  the    athe^ 

DC,  but  wait!     Then  ,t  turns  out  that  the  father 

kmd,  charitable  man-tnis  rich  man  with  lots  of 
-oney  of  h,s  own-turns  the  poor  father  out,  te, 
in  him  o  get  the  girl  and  the  land  if  he  can,  know  „' 

meal     A^Jwr"^  "7  T"  '"  "^^  ^^  ^^  "«t 
meal.    And  when  the  father  says  he  won't  go,  but 
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Knocks  down  a  ^oo;  w Lk  "at""  ".'-i  '■'  ''"' 
a  sick  bed  I  Is  ,L  fLT  :  .  '"'"''"^'  "«  °ff 
our  school  co!:Itt"      '  °'  '  """'  -^  -"'  - 

-eting  C'lrr  "up^ar  '"'"'  '''  ''-'^-    ^'"^ 

shouSTd'wtinTh'"  ''"  ^°''  "'>°  ^  -""." 
as  well  a    I  do     Z-      ""'u    "  ^°"  '^""^  -^o, 

^el^;^Ii.a.^^c^rirX^sa^- 

itrcairc''\^°^'"'"^-^^--'^'" 

pushed  his  way  XoSht:  """^T'-     "^  ''^'^ 
and  now  stood  before  fh  "T'''  '^°'""  ^''^  »'^1«. 

who  shrarback  t   f  h?r"J1"«  ^^^  ^™P-"' 

come  to  fhink  you  Tel    '°"  "f  ""^  '"^"'^^'  '"^  ^^e 

-other  wa  M  r!  Tho'""'^  ^  ^""'^  Thomas;  her 
and  her  faA^-  ^  rSent^r "^  °'  ^°"  ''"°^' 
to  me  unexpected,  b^^' se"t"b7a  Mroi.vt  "'"^ 
Concord,  because  'twas  either  m^^r^i^X: 
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6         iiow  let  me  wy  a  word  ! '  " 


"  Fellers  "  h  '  '°  '^'"^  ^°°  ""'^h  of  her 

reiiers,    he  went  on,  slowlv  "  I     r  t.    ji    / 
how  to  tell  you  «hat  th  t  Iktie  JlZ         "^^^  ^°'' 
'"^-    When  I  first  struck  B  y    .J  1^°"/  '°  ^'  *° 

-x^-;t,aiinhou,ht^^t;;;^,^:-J^v^^^^ 
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old  place  and  livin-  in  it.     I  cal'lated  it  would  be  a 
sort  of  Paradise,  and  how  I  was  soin'  .„  I 

tolks  dead  and  gone,  never  crossed  my  mind      Z 

fuSur:  and'/"nwtrmar'  T""^  ^'"  '^  ^'"'^ 
jou  We  that's  inrtd^^s^^dT^riaS 
^XZX^Emi^--^^ 
in1nT;5i?e'^'^"'^'"^^^'''«--^---^^^^^ 

^f.^..  There,  ?mus;n.tt?k\;i?;a'ri2;^ 

ashamed,  I  guess,  but  down  inside  me  I'd  made  un 
7  -nd  to  bring  her  up  like  a  daughter     slt  Z 
me  was  to  l.ve  together  till  she  grew  up  and  ^ot 
-arned  and  I  .  .  .  Well,  what's 'he  use'     A  C 
days  ago  come  a  letter  from  the  Oliver  woman  il 
Concord  saym'  that  this  Henry  Thomas    Bos"n'^ 
father,  wan't  dead  at  all,  but  hTd  turned  'up  "here 
havm  learned  somehow  or  'nother  that  his  w'f   was' 
gone  and  that  his  child  had  been  willed  a  H tt  e  bi 
of  land  wh^h  belonged  to  her  mother.     H    had 
found  out  that  Emmie  was  with  me,  and  the  letter 
sa.d  he  would  likely  come  after  herland  th     a„d 
-1  hat  letter  was  hke  a  flash  of  lightnin'  to  me.    I 
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was  dismasted  and  on  my  beam  ends.    I  didn't  know 
what  to  do      I'd  learned  eno-.gh  about  this  Henry 
1  homas  to  know  that  he  was  no  use,  a  drunken,  good- 
for-nothm    scamp  who  had  cruelized  his  wife  and 
then  run  off  and  left  her  and  the  baby.     But  when 
he  come,  the  very  night  I  got  the  letter,  I  gave  him 
a  chance.     I  took  him  in;  I  was  willin'  to  give  him 
a  joh  on  the  place;  I  was  willin'  to  pay  for  his  keep, 
and  more.     I  did  ask  him  to  keep  his  mouth  shut 
and  even  to  use  another  name.    'Twas  weak  of  me, 
maybe  but  you  want  to  remember  this  had  come  on 
me  sudden,    And  last  night-the  very  second  night, 
mmd  you-he  went  out  somewhere,  perhaps  we  can 
guess  where,  bought  liquor  with  the  money  I  gave 
him,  got  drunk,  and  then  'nsulted  one  c '  the  best 
women  in  this  town.    Yes,  sir!    I  say  it  right  here, 
one  of  the  best,  pluckiest  little  women  anywhere,  al- 
hough  she  and  I  .in't  always  agreed  on  certain  mat- 
ters.     I  d,d  tell  him  to  clear  out,  and  I  did  knock 
h.m  down.     Yes,  and  by  the  big  dipper,  I'd  do  it 
again  under  the  same  circumstances  1 

"  As  for  the  property,"  he  added  fiercely,  "  why. 
dam  the  property,  I  say!  It  ain't  wuth  much,  any- 
how, and,  ,f  'twas  anybody's  else,  he  should  have  it 
and  welcome.  But  it's  Bos'n's,  and,  bein'  what  he 
IS,  he  Shan  t  have  it.  And  he  shan't  have  her  to 
cruehze,  neither!  By  the  Almighty!  he  shan't,  so 
long  as  I  ve  got  .  dollar  to  fight  him  with.  I  say 
that  to  you.  Tad  Simpson,  and  to  the  man-to  who- 
227 


CY  WHITTAKER'S   PLACE 

ever  put  you  up  to  this.    There  I    TV.      -^ 

Now   ge„t,e.en,  you  can  choTj  yt      ;^,r  "^ 

He  strode  back  to  his  seat     TU 
a  moment.     Then   Tolh   n-      ,   '  ^^'  "'^^"^^  f°r 
waved  his  hat.  ^       ^  ^'""''^  'P""g  "P  and 

a  w'xhtrerTr'V"  ^^  '''"''''■    "that's 
on,  everybody?"  '"^  ^''P  "  ^'''^^k-'    Come 

wefe'fem^'lf  rV^^T  °-"  ^''^  ^''-s 
those  present  dd"  kn^'L  t'  ""^  ""^^""'^  ^^ 
Pected  contingency  It  Id  JT  T"'  '^'"  ""«" 
and  they  were  undecided     th  ''  '"'"P"'^'' 

and  question  began  at1„  l^'/^T  °^  "^'^'"' 
hewildered  moderator  fh  ^  u"  "•="■"  '^"-  The 
feebly  for  oTder     T  J  c    '  '^'''  '"''  '''""^^'^ 

in  ^  few  wortand  :  ^TCoTh  '1^  """^  '"''• 
nated  Alonzo  Snow.  Abel  lL  J'  ""^''  "°'"''- 
nomination.  There  were  ye  Is  oT'o  '""l''^  ^''^ 
t'on!  "  and  "  Vote!  VoteP'  ^"""°"'  Q""" 

-ke  one  it  wa   beetle  LeTd"'  '"!"'"="  ^^  '^'^ 
"  Mr.  Moderator  "L   3  f  ^rf '"^  ^°  -y- 

vote  just  now.  It  isn't  that  th  L  I  """'  ''^*^  ^° 
-  i-portant  of  itse  "  Bue  I  do  tf  fV"  ""'■""  '' 
of  a  father  with  his  child  ;  ""^  "'"'  '^'  "^^'^ 

.vote  for  Cap.n  W;;ll  1''-^^^^^^^^^^^      and  our 

«dvotin.forhimandhavrrrr^;.lj 
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don't  hd  vet  r.       1^       '  *"«  '"'■P'"'^'^  to  "le.     I 

to  g  ve    uch  t     .'    "°^  '"""^'^  °^  '''^  i-ide  fact 
"give  such  an  indorsement.     I'd  like  t^  .      1- 

Thomas  man  before  I  decide  t„  ^^  '*"* 

give  it,  either.    It's  a  aueer  J"       ^"'^  "~°'"  "*"  '° 

n>eetin',  but  it's  up     H  J-       ^'°  '"'"'  "P  "  '°^" 

next  week?  "        ^'    "^"  '  ""^  ^'"''^  ^^joum  until 

"Voteitout"    A  ?  ^adjournment,    others   to 

rSS^ie^ian^-V^^^^^^^^ 

Nowoneof  th    e  "e  ^°"«'" /^^'"^-n  in  a  comer. 

Lie  Heman  aS     "  ""^  ^or^^r.-t,.  Honora- 

receive  him     rf  '''°"-    ^'"^  °f  the  voters  rose  to 

condescenL  to  atld" '"? ^' ."'"  '''  ^^^  -- 
a  seat  on  the  pktC     Th   ^r*""'"^''  '"  ""^'^  '"'n 

proceeded  t^t'Taphts:  °'"''"'°"  '^"^'^ 
disclosure  of  "  Tohn  ^  .  J',',    ?  "^"^"""^  by  the 

Simpson-:  Ic^o    S'  H  Jt"'^  "?^  ^^• 
his   manners.      He   did   n„  '•^'"^'"ber  even 

staring.  ^   ""'    "*"'    ''"t    sat    stonily 

he^a^edr^.rd?r    fs^Vr'^''    ''°^^-'•• 
isgoin'totalktouI?         "     ^°"«'-«»'"^"  Atkins 
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On?h  """"""^'^  "«'»='"  f«ed  the  excited  crowd 
One  hand  was  .n  the  breast  of  his  frock  coat;The 
other  was  clenched  upon  his  hip.  He  stood  calm 
ben,gnant,  d.g„ified-the  incarnation  of  wisdom  and 
nghteous  worth.  The  attitude  had  its  effec^^  the 
applause  began  and  grew  to  an  ovation.  Men  who 
had  mtenaed  voting  against  his  favored  candidate 
forgot  the,r  mtention,  in  the  magnetism  of  iTprt 
ence  and  cheered.     He  bowed  and  bowed  ag   n' 

Fellow  townsmen,"  he  began,  "far  belt  from 
me  to  mfluence  your  choice  in  the  matter  of  the  schZ 
comm.ttee.  Still  furtherbe  it  from  me  to  influence 
you  agamst  an  old  boyhood  friend,  a  neigh  or  one 
whom  I  beheve-er-had  believed  to  be  all  tha  ^as 
.ncere  and  true.  But.  fellow  townsmen,  m!  e 
teemed  friend.  Captain  Salter*  U,  \    ^ 

to  see  Mr  Tf,„  u    r    ,     '  ^*  "Passed  a  wish 

to  see  Mr.  Thomas,  the  father  whose  story  you  have 

tf  •'^^';.  '  tr  ^"  '°  ^^  '"  ^  P°sitio7to  gm  L 
tha^t^wuh.     Mr.  Thomas,  will  you  kindly  com'e  fo. 

B, Jl'h"]™^"''  '■"'■  °^  '^'  ''='"  Mr.  Thomas  came 
But  the  drunken  rowdy  of  the  night  before  had  bTen 
transformed.     Gone  was  the  scrubby  beard  and  the 

and  van-shed  the  .mpudent  swagger.  He  was  dressed 
■n  lean  hnen  and  respectable  black,  and  his  manner 
was  modest  and  subdued.  Only  a  discoloration  of 
one^eye  showed  where  Captain  Cy's  blow  had  left  i^s 
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has  been  brought  into  thU  """"'     '"y  "^"'e 

3on  directly,  Tnd "n  '^^'°"''°^"^y'  ^V  Mr.  Simp- 
y.   and   ,n   ,nsmuat,on   by-er_another 
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bothof„,i„da„dbod;.    H  "r?  '"  '"■«"-• 
stamially  the  story  which  h!  u      '  ''"H'-sub- 

by  Mr.  Simpson-arw  f'  '""  ''""  '"'^  '»  you 

in  the  past  all  thlt  M.       "^ '"'"  '°  ''''^e  been 
believed  that  odvu'    °''''°"'"'  ''^  "'■'^--  '-"  if  I 

bis  child,  p^^zr^^r^f^^^^z'ror. 

the  weakness  which  has  been  V  '^  '"'^'^"'^  *° 

even  if  I  believed  that  .n^  r  u™'"  ""  ^''  'i^^- 
Henry  Tho.as  4e„L  a„d  ''  '^"^"'^  '"« 
him  now,  should  be  g'nLs'L^^^^^^  «  y°»  -e 
become  a  man  aeain  H  •  ^  "'  opportunity  to 
shall  not  belfrJendLs  m'VT'  ''"'  '''  i»  ""t- 
Jou  may  say,  tf oTyou^°ha:  't^  ""'''  ""' 
businc:«.     J  affirm  thJ:  ■  .      "'''^"'  "  ""*  my 

business  as  a  cTnSn.'aL'Lt'r-    ''  '"  '"' 

come  before  all  others     n,        '''''' „^"*"'«s  should 

to  influence  me     If  that  i      T'  """^^'^  'y^P'^'h 

my  neighbor  and  /r«d  If"L  '"  "!,'•  "^  ^^^"'^  f- 

held  me  firm.    Bu,  SlleH  h       '^  T^"''  ''='^* 

own.    I  know  what  a  fotS  ?     ^     '  '  "'"''*  °'  '^Y 

can  know  it.    And   after  1    r,"'  "  ""''^  '  ^='*''«'- 

here  before  you  to  davl.  'i"'""  "'«'''•  ^  ^^^nd 

have  his  own  Tf  LVZf '"■'"'rf  ^''^^  ^'''^  "an  shall 

Wive  my  n;;Ll,^nrm;tS:"'  ""^  ^"- 

can  give  it  to  him.    That  !,  1      """"''""«  support 

it  regardless  of  conse^enc     ^  P-'-.-d  I  state 

quences.      He  paused,  and  with 
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raised  right  hand  UV,  tu-    ■ 

academy^n,ythowf  ^;^^^^^^^  °/  J°^«  '"  'he  old 

"  Whon,  God  hatMi't         'T'  '''""^crbolt. 
one  put  asunder!  "  '    ^'  P'-°^l»""ed,  "  let  „o 

That  settled  \t      tu      l 

Amidst  the  tumult- Dira'TLSl  '''  ""'''• 
Captain  Cy  by  the  shr,,,!^  7     ^  "*"««  "'^ed 

him  from  his 'seat  '"  ''"'^  ^"'^"^""^  to  lift 

siah,d::ptti".°stf:d°'""''.'^'''''''  ^--^^  j-  ■ 

don't,  we'll  ider  L'e"?'"'"'"^^^'-    ^^^ 
haJt:^;t^-^^^»'^o.hishead.He 

sockdolage  ?    Matat  ,'' ^'^"  ^''«  ' P"^  asunder  > 
Sabbath  Lakin^-^^J:!^^^^^^^^^^^^         ^  -  '^^ 

sjs^--^-t;^Her 

.^^It  had,  indeed,  been  a  ".emoriable"  town  meet- 
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two  days.    Ashehad  nrolrr  '«"•  ^'  '''y^'^  >>"* 

pie  were  much  surprised  at  h.  '''''  °"^  P^"" 

the  driver  of  the  b^ulS/  an  Cwotdr "•  •''° 
contentedly  before  hi.    i     ■,•  ""'^  *•""  S'"'ng 

acres,  the '„ett\'  i"7hr''l  ""  '''"''' 
Deacon  Zeb  disclose  hsre'soffo"^^  '"'^'  ''"'^ 
crowded  thoroughfares     "  tk,  '""""^   '*"= 

^''-."hesaid.^.tharife/lt^orr-"^^'''^^ 

i"/:^  the'^wLaLxierr  ^'^  '°^"  •"- 

Not  for  the  Deacon's  re  son  h  ""°'"'  ''''^^'''*- 
main  road,  save  aZn,  TT  '"''  "^  °"^  °"  '^^ 
Phinney,     nd    siiZ  .h  f  °°'  '''"'^'•^"  '"^  ^iss 

<iodged''behi'ndt  rts tr  '"b  t  °''"«'  ''^ 
and  waited  until  she  pa  Led    ^'^e^^^fb    f""""  "''"'' 

-^le  now  heavy  uprhiUrf:;i%K;;/j; 
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m'  ""'^  '""«'""'  companionship.     He  knew 
everKtZ'  """"  ''™'^'  '""  ^"P'-  -'l  when 
Ban'         But  7/"-^"'°"  ""'''  •>*  -adcd,  upon  m" 

p  he  /e,e  sure,  would  ^JLtr^JZ 

^ver  should  co„,e  right  out  and  say-"  be  Jn  1!  T 
warning.     Well    «trnnn-»        -.      •  .     "^8^"  Asaph's 

tain  Cy  thouTht.  ""  "'""  ^"°"«'''  *°  ^ap- 

However,  war  was  already  declared    anH  ,h. 
sons  for  it  mattered  little     Thet^.i         u      '?" 

occur  at  any  moment      Th      v  """''  '"'«''' 

-iiy  moment.     I  he  situation  was  desoerate 

The  captain  squared  his  shoulders,  thrust  Wd 

h.s  chin,  and  walked  briskly  up  the  path  to  theXr 
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of  the  dimng  room.  It  wa,  nearly  one  o'clock  but 
Bo  „  ha.l  not  yet  gone.  She  wa,  waiting.  toThc  ve^ 
last  minute,  for  her  "  Uncle  Cyrus."  ^ 

"  Hello,  shipmate,"  he  hailed      "  \r,t  »..    j  j  r 
school    yet?      Good  I      I        m  '^"^ ''"ded  for 

Bos'n  thought  it  over. 

"Yes,  sir,"  she  said;  "I  guess  so    if  vo 
-  an  excuse.     I  don't  like  Tol'lL^ZTl 
haven't  been  before,   but  there's  onlv  1  J 

-on  this  afternoon' and  I  k^^w  t°h  ^evT  s^wlT 
I  d  love  to  go.  Uncle  Cy."  ""• 

Hello  I"    he    -.claimed.      "What',    f^•      .u 
mail?"  vvnats    this — the 

Bos'n  smiled  delightedly. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  she  replied.    "  I  knew  you  was  .f  th. 
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in  the  near  future.    Hi,  smile  vanished.    He  smoth- 
ered a  groan  and  picked  up  the  mail. 

"  Hum !  '•  he  mused,  '•  the  Breeze,  a  circular,  and 

Weill  •""■  "  ""''  P°""'''  '''"-    ^V'"' 

The  letter  was  in  a  long  envelope.  He  hastil, 
tore  It  open.  At  the  inclosure  he  glanced  in  evide,. 
excitement.  Then  his  smile  returned. 
_  "  Bos'n,"  he  said,  after  a  moment's  reflection, 
I  guess  you  and  me  won't  have  to  go  to  Ostable 
after  all.  Not.cmg  the  child's  look  of  disappoint- 
ment he  added:  "But  you  needn't  go  to  school. 
Maybe  you  d  better  not.  You  and  me'll  take  a  tramp 
alongshore.    What  do  you  say?  " 

''  Oh,  yes.  Uncle  Cy !    Let's— shall  we  ?  " 
"  Why,  I  don't  see  why  not.    We'll  cruise  in  com- 
pany as  long  as  we  can,  hey,  little  girl  ?    The  squall's 
hkely  to  strike  afore  night,"  he  muttered  half  aloud. 
VVe  11  enjoy  the  fine  weather  till  it's  time  to  shorten 
sail. 

They  walked  all  that  afternoon.  Captain  Cy  was 
even  more  kind  and  gentle  with  his  small  companion 
than  usual.  He  told  her  stories  which  made  her 
laugh  pointed  out  spots  in  the  pines  where  he  had 
played  Indian  when  a  boy,  carried  her  "  pig  back  " 
when  she  grew  tired,  and  kissed  her  tenderly  when 
at  the  back  door  of  the  Whittaker  place,  he  set  her 
on  her  feet  again. 

"Had  a  good  time,  dearie?"  he  asked. 
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"Oh,  spJendidI    I  thinlc.V.  n,    i. 
i^H  don-t  you.  Uncle  Cy?  "     ""'  '"="  '^'''^  ^'  ever 

"I   shouldn't   wonder      V„ 
cruises  together  when  you  are\T"'   '°'«'*   °'"- 
soniewheres  else,  will  you?-       '  *"«  «'^'  ""d  off 

1 11  w^D^r  forget  'em     AnW  i' 
where  without  you  ••       "       ^  ^  *"  "<=^"  going  any- 

>■«  OS  ,i,l,  w  j.u,„  „^  K.d  Bo.  „  ..  ^  Mp^ 

never  in  Ly  ,.7e1"'  '  '=*'  ""'«'""'  ^°  4  too,    I 
"  Humph  1 "     Her  ^r„«i 

"So?     And  so  soonVT  rabr.'  u"  ^''"P'^' 
spreadin'   news!     I'd    bad  """  telegraph 

tongues  in  Baynort  to  sprtadT  ""'  ^''^  ''°«" 
"lore  trimmin'  to  it  in  1!^  T  "'^''  ^"'l  «dd 
could  do  in  a  week  eJ  7  •.'''"  '''^  telegraph 
operators  was  Te  the  onf'  '  u''  ''^  '^''=«"P'' 
«eorgianna,wheny:f:g::.To,:,:tp'^°'-  ^^"- 
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aJu!^"''^    Leave  where?    What  are  you  talkin' 
of  'l^s"'i!;i"    °'  r?  ^°"  '"""  'hat  this  ship 

waveT;  hi:tTa^rof„?trroo^-.rr^-r 
a  mighty  unpopular  craft  frnm  ^°'"    *°  ''*^ 

be  on  a  L  shore  any  ^L1y"°"  ""•     ^^  ""^^ 
weJI-bein'  to  think^f.-^  °"  ^'  «°'  y"*"-  °^" 

"  My  own  well-bein'I     What  ^„ 
care  for  „,y  well-bein'  when^It'si  'clZl' 
^ak«  you  tell  n.e  now !    Is  it  so  ?  "  '"  "  '^''*- 

who  h:Tayfhe  ii^-S-  "^'^  T'  '"'^  "'^  ''«'» 
all  day  yesterday"    '^°"  ^^  ^^  »•""•    He  was  here 

That'^ougt  I  "Ca;?:  WH> 't"'  ^"^"'^  ''^«-  ''• 
hand  over  that  Doorrv7  "'''''■•  ''°  ^^^  '"*«d  ^o 
a  man  as"  S  f'°'  '"''  '"""""^  ''''"^  '""to  such 

tHe'o^ds  aretlst^T  ^rih  °':^^  '^°"'  '^^    «- 

you  should  be  i^  .!:zz'S::jz  t:  -"' 

not  understand  what  we're  facin' '^  "  ""'^ 

'ore.     And  when  that  happens  I'll  be 
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tr^ldYUrr^'"'  ?"^'^  -'^^'^'y  -  the 

She  rubbed  heTf'^rh^"^'^'''-'' 

mg  it  redder  than  ever  f,h"  '■  T"'  *"'=''''  '"^l^- 
room.  '  ""'^  ''""'^'l  'nto  the  dining 

he:^X'kSl^''^^'"   ^'^  '^-'^^'   "you   sta, 

but^sr:;;^ted  wT '-  ^-^-■^^'^  ^-''^— t. 
j^  of  th^'pern  trhTd7„rdtnV'r^"- 

The  captain  puUed  the  kitchen  H  f  °'"^''^- 

and  h-stened  at  the  crack  "  '^""'''  "''"' 

astonish  him^Ltly  ^^''  '"'  ^'^^  "''"«''  '" 

t^ai-t'IiSriJ"   '   -'^''P-      "Ain-t 

"It's  teacher,"  whispered  Bos'n    »l,       i      . 
been  listening     "St,.-  .      '  '^"o  ^'^o  had 

i  he  captain  drew  a  Jone  breath      Tk 
his  command  to  Fm,„-    5  ^''^"'  "Plating 

iatter  procedure  roured  Bo«'n'c  :„ j-        •  ^ 

"  Whaf  m,^    u-      7  'ndignation. 

wnat  made  him  do  thaf  ?"  .1,    j 
haven't  been  bad     h^'""',  "''^ '^^"'anded.     "I 
bad.    He  «^t,fr  shut  me  up  before!  " 
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tJ^^  ^^hoolmistress  was  standing  by  the  center 
tab  em  the  s.tt  ng  room  when  Capfa  Jcy    nter"d 
^.      Good  evenm-,.  he  said  politel,     -  ^^^.^^'u 

shf:e^?^"£r^"^"^'°"^"'^'^'^"^'"- 

"  Cap'n  Whitfaker,"  she  beffan    "T  ;    .  u      j 

something  that "  ^    '      ^  J"''  ^"^"^ 

The  captain  interrupted  her 

"Excuse  me"  he  said,  "but  I  think  we'll  Dull 

iay  like'thron'e?  ^^'^  "°'^'  "''^^'^"^  °^  ^  «"X 
He  drew  the  shades  at  the  windows  and  lit  the 
lamp  on  the  table     The  red  glow  behind  the  pan 
ofthe  stove  door  faded  into  insignificance  as  the  ye 

ow  rad,ance  bnghtened.    The  ugly  portraits  andSe 
stifF  old  engravmgs  on  the  wall  retired  into  a  be 

hZelfke  "''•    ''''  ''''''''''°''''  --  "--  -J 

cy'^'-Tarth  r  f '°""'"  ^^p"'^'^  c^p'--" 

n„;    u  ^  J  "'■'"=  '''  *«  '"°«  comftable 

one  aboard-so  Bos'n  says,  anyhow." 

M.SS  Phcebe  took  the  rocker,  under  protest.    Her 
host  remamed  standing. 

"  It's  been  a  nice  afternoon,"  he  said.    "  Bos'n— 
Emm.e,  of  course-and  I  have  been  for  a  walk 
Twan-t  her  fault,  'twas  mine.     I  kept  her  out  of 
school.    I  was-well,  kind  of  lonesome  " 
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"Cap'n  Whittaki-r "  u 
^"^'^ti'ne.  I  didn't  come^r'''  ""'"^^  'l^"'' 
7«ther  nor  Emily-s  reason  fn  '°  ''^^  '^^'  ^he 
I  don't  care  why'L  was  I  "°'  ""^"'''"^  '^''"o'- 
J^^^of  .,  hlppeneZVtiTLSl  ^  f^^  ^^ 
™at—     She  hesitated  meeting.    Is  ,t  true 

.^,^^ThatE.„,ie,  dad  is  alive  and  here?     Yes 
^^;;But-hut  that  n,a„  last  nightP     Was  he  ,,j 
Jhe  captain  nodded. 

^apn   Whittaker,"  she  ,.t  ^ 
you  sure  he  is  really  h;r  fltL        1"""="'^'   "  "« 
'  Sure  and  sartin  "  ''    ^''^"'"fely  sure?  " 

I  ml'?"  ^''^''^'°"«-<''-'".  doesn't  she?    Legally, 
"  Maybe  so." 

.'.'Are-are  you  going  to  give  her  up  to  hin,?.. 

the  n.eetrnJ'thaVyou'werr'  "■"'•     ^°"  ^^'^  ^X  « 
''eep  hin,  f^,  geuingt; '^""^  ^°  '^^  ^°-  "«'  to 

that."^'"-""'"'    ^''"^-•'i  amounts  to  iust  about 
"Why?" 
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Captain  Cy  was  surprised  and  a  UttU  a- 
apparently.  "  ana  a  little  disappointed 

;;Why?"  he  repeated, 
res.    Why?" 

l^'Well,  for  reasons  I've  got." 

<ion-t\"d::i7„t  \hrv° '-- '--  ^^  - 

plainer,  !'„,  afraid."  ""  '  '"'''«'  "  -""ch 

The  little  lady  sprang  to  her  feet. 

"  can-^rserthTrwrnrtJht  T  -■"'^'■^"-'^• 

you  yourself?    C.p'n  wZtl,:7  f  IT"'  '""^ 
you  last  night."  ^'"«="^<:'-.  I  shook  hands  with 

thing  of  hu„,a„  nature  Id     hJ  '"1  /  .'"■="  '""'- 
to  understand  you      T  '    1      "^  ^  ''^'^  ^""'«d 

-ore  attention'"  what  petpi?  ":;  "'"'  '°  ^^^  "" 
thought  thev  wer.  Z       ^^     '^"^  ^8:ainst  you.     I 

you  'did  h  n'glT  ™  '"'  '''''^''  y-  because 
li-e  the  stoiSs  ;  heard  tlis  T  '  """''^"'^  ''- 
to  hear  you   speak   In  ^^^^oon.     I  wanted 

refuse  to  do  ir  Don't'""  T"  ''''""^  -'^  y°" 
-ymg?     They  sa?  yo    Z  ^  "'^^  ^^""'^  "« 
because-     Oh    iL       .       ^^  '°  '"^^P  Emily 
'-'",    1  m   ashamed   to   ask    ,V    k  .. 

C.p..i~Cyh.dw„,A™,fc„,„, 
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Now  he  took  a  step  for- 


■ng  quietly  by  the  table 
ward. 

^Mis^Dawes,"  he  said  sharply,  ..,,,„,J„' 

"Sit  down,  please." 
The  schoolmistress  rlMr.'* 

"ut  for  some  reasorshfdid"  Thr  '""^'-  '''  ''''''' 
speaking.  "•     ^""^  "ptain  went  on 

"It's  pretty  plain,"  he  said   "  fl,,.     l 
«  the  boardin-  house-fn    T  '^''"  y°"  ^""-d 

you  did  hear  it-ta" t^^  ^  '"T'^  ^''^''^  ^h^- 
i"d  story  of  the  Iln>T  !  r"  '"'^'"  ""  ^  P'"""ney. 

-other  /arn, tdt-   J  e^'rr:?'.    '^'''  ^""^'^ 
I  want  you  to  listen  "  ^  '"   ^°  'P'"  ''  ""d 

^n^rreS^t'S^    ^^  -'?--%  a 

ifie  and  ain't  worth  fifty  dollars'"  h.  ^    i      _, 

out  if    t  was  fiffv  ,„-ii-     ^,"""a"'    ne  declared, 

Why?    Because  ft  t.  "  ^'  '''°"''^"''  ''av^e  it 

he  shan't  have  h      untZV"  M''"'^  ^■■^'-     ^""^ 

have  hammered  me  thrlhth      ^  ^'^  '^'^'^  °^  ''™ 

Jorty  fathom  under  waf  aL^'h'  V"'  '^°"-" 

her-and,  to  be  honest    I  c,  H  .      .'"  "^^^  '^°  8« 

end-I  hope  to  God  I  i        T  '^'^  ^'"  '"  ^^e 

There!     /ve  answered  yoT'"  '  '^  ^'''^^  '°  ^  '^ ' 

pockets  and  his  ;acril^r"trrl^^^^ 
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"It's  pretty  nigh  a  single-handed  fight  for  me  "  he 

ZZlt  -d"  ''''  /""^'^^  single-handerbe'tore 
The  other  s.de's  got  almost  all  the  powder  and  the 
-en.     Heman  and  Tad  and  that  Thomas  have  got 


"The  teacher  rose  and  laid  a  hand  on  his  arm."  ' 

he     Providence     they're  so  sure  of.     My  crowd  is 

a  m.ghty  forlorn  hope:  Dimick  and  Ase  Tldditt^and 

Badey,  as  much  as  his  wife  '11  let  him.     Oh    yes- 

and  he  smded  whimsically,  "  there's  another  one.    A 
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J  nere  isn't  any  joke  T 
admire  you  for  the  fightvouVr'  T  '°  ^""^  '^«  ^ 
^^^'  to  let  that  dear  lUrj-  ,""^'"^-  ^''^  "^  "o 
d-adfuJ  fatherof  hers  a  f  "T  '"^''  '^'^  ^^at 
J'^"  to  telJ  you  so.  iddr'"'^^'-''"^-  I  came 
and  you  made  me  ask  tht  '  *°  ^'"  >°^^  story 

of  your  answer  be  ore    :rr.':'-  "f  ^  -s  certal' 
I  can  do  anything  to  hd^b"   r  "^    '  '°"''  ^PP- 
yo"  see.  your  anny  is  bigger" '.an    '°J  '°  ^'^-    ^o, 
-though  the  new  soldief  ?»„:    "  ^°."  J'"'"^''^  ''  ^as 
afraid,"  she  added,  w  th  a  ,i  ",    '"°,'^  ^"^  "'"^'''  I''" 
Captain  Cy  was  Jrl?.!    ^      ""'^'• 

';MissPhL::"f;-',^tr^ , 

don  t  please  me  to  have  lou  Vit ''°"  I  "^  '^«  '^ 
n^ore-n  you  can  imagine  Svmnf  '°'  ^"^  ''  '^°"' 
to  the  under  dog,  and  ;  gfjeTh  ^  "T^  ^°'""'""- 
J-km'.  But  you  mustn't  Ike  an  ''""^.  '°  ''^^P  °" 
you  s,mpjy  ;„u,t„-j  j^  won-JV^ "^  *""  '"  ""'  '"^^ 
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"Whynot?    Won't  I  be  «„,  help?" 

Help?    You'd  be  more  heip  than  all  fh.       .    . 
us  put  toffethrr     v„        j       ^  *"  ™c  rest  of 

Add™  <rowd-„d".,  ™.  "■'  '  "  '■•■  *' 

She  shook  iier  head. 

rea2rougrfo"~  ""'"'?  ^'°"^  ''"'"'''  ^e 
"But,  besiSfthat   TU^""^  *°  ''^'^  y°"'"  ^^e  said. 

Posidon,  let  them  disch'a r^  me.    iJl^'  '"'^'"'^ 
Don't  talk  that  wav     Ti,. 

say.     And  you  mustn't  wreck  vo„r  .-h,„,.. 
young- 


m 


You 
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^J^P^'  ""'  ^'"*  not."  she  salH    "  v 

Wh,ttaker,  you  shouldn't  ioLahn. .         "^'     ^"P'" 

th-  before'ht  he  I,    Sir"^''.  ^  ^^'  «°od 
uncomfortable  feeli„<r    h„w         5'  ^"^  "  '^""""'y 

own  gray  ha.>.t"1eIeeVt;*"""  ^.""^  "'' 
sertion.  "  You're  vo  ,na  !  »  l  '"'P"'"'^  '"»  «" 
discharged  f ro  J  a  Z    '    ^.       "'■'^'  "  ""'^  ''^'"' 

and  your  confin'  h^e  othr' ccrS"  '"''"• 
said"^  ''-''■     ^-  ^-,  colorTd":;-,,^  ,„, 
"  Yes." 

«o:d^ryorif-:;;/^:--was..gHey 

trouble.  And  you  mustnV  .5  u  '^  ""'  °^  ""» 
owner's  order,.    wC  ^  '"""  ^T  '•«'""-    that's 

-y  n.-„ute,"  he  adde^T;:  '^''t'P"'^ 
Iwocked  it  was  '  n,n,  >  •  .  *""«'''  when  you 
better  go."  ^"^^    """"' for  his  child.    You'd 

But  she  stood  still. 

"I  shan't  go,"  she  declared      "Or     .. 
"nt.l  you  promise  to  let  me  t^  tn  u  ?  '  ''  ''""'  ""' 
come,  so  much  the  bet  e7     Th    -St  '"'■    ^^  ^^'^ 
sympathies  are."  ^''^y  Ulearn  where  my 

Captaincy  scratched  his  head. 
I>ee  here.  Miss  Phcebe,"  he  said      "  I    •  - 
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you  the    Whom  the  Lord  has  joined  '  avalanche  ?  " 

ta  J  ugherrz'h"" '"" '  '-'''■  ^^-'p- 

For  step's  lltd  t  tt  ^'Zt^  "--''• 
P;^^ou.de,andso.eo„:i.£^—  ^-- 

The  situation  was  similar  to  that  of  th. 
when    the   Board   of   Sfr,^.  ,    f         *'"'"'"8 

''TV^r"  ^."^f"  ^''^  ''"^>'  '"  ""  agitated  whisper 
The  boardm- party?    I  presumelikely."        ^ 
But  what  can  you  do  ?  " 

Plv"^''?'l  M  ""  '■^P'^'  ^  «""^'"  ^«  the  calm  re- 

below  and  l.sten  to  the  broadsides."  '^ 

Ihey  heard  Georgianna  cross  the  dining  room 

It''  ""'^r"^-^  -f  voices  at  the  doof     The' 
captam  nodded. 

donv'"  "T"  '''  "'"■''•     "Well,  here  goes.     Now 
don  t  you  show  yourself." 

"Do  you  think  I  am  afraid?     Indeed,  I  shan't 
stay    below'asyoucalliti    I  shall  let  them  see—!" 
Captam  Cy  held  up  his  hand. 
Im  commodore  of  this  fleet,"  he  said;  "and 
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that  bein-  the  case,  I  expect  my  crew  to  obey  orders 

to  the  housekeeper  who,  looking  frightenedTd Ter- 
vous.  had  appeared  at  the  doo,  "  send  Bos'n  in  here 

AtkiI';;;'rTt^::/,tTh'  """^^i^"-^-  "^^• 

more     AnH  .h,  -  I    """'  "'"^■■'  ""^  Jo** 

njore.    And  they  ve  come  after  her.    What  shall  we 

i«end  Bos  n  m  here  and  you  stay  in  your  galley  " 

Emdy  came  running.     Miss  Dawes  put  an  arm 
about  her.      Captain   Cy,    the  battle  lanterns  sZ 

<wTpt;:^f'---^-^^-^--r 

They  were  there,  as  Georgianna  had  said.  Mr 
Thomas  on  the  top  step,  Heman  and  Simpson  on  the 
next  lower,  and  behind  them  Abel  Leonard  Zdl 

from  the  back  room  of  the  barber  shop, 
th.  7''""''  «^«^'«^"'^"."  said  the  captain,  opening 
^e  door  so  bnskly  that  Mr.  Thomas  started  back 
^ard  and  came  down  heavily  upon  the  toes  of  the 

clawed  abol'H-^""-  ''"''''""  ^^°^'='   ^'-  ^hom 
cawed  about  h,m  to  gam  equilibrium,  and  the  dig- 
nity  of  the  group  was  seriously  impaired 

prise  Jal"'"  "'"-'^  F''"'"'  ^^^     "  Q-^«=  «  sur- 
prise party  you're  givm'  me.     Come  ii^" 
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other  So  ""  P""°"  '■"  ''"^  '"r  of  fhc 

Then  do  your  claimin'  inside.    It's  kinH  n(  rh'u 

The°trio     ^".  r  «----'•    Co.e  ahld  „  •' 
The  tno  looked  at  each  other  in  hesitation.    Then 
Mr.  Atk.ns  majestically  entered  the  dining  room 
Thomas  and  Simpson  followed  him.  ^ 

was  2ij^::l^TL^:^^--^^'  who 
and  2'       t  '  ^°^"'  '°  ^''ow  partiality.     You 

Well,"  he  said,  "out  with  it     Y«..' 
claim  somethin',  I  Understand  "  "  "'  '=°""=  ^° 

■' YesTwIl.T'''''V' ^''""'^'^  M-  Thomas, 
•em  fn  V  u     ,"  ""  '  ^'''•='''  P""*""  °^  I'd  give 

the  talkm .     We'll  probably  get  ahead  faster." 
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hJt  "°"°"'''  ''"'■'''  ^''  *''™«  """d  waved  his 

anH  ^T*;."  ^'  '"^'"'  "y""  "=  "ny  boyhood  friend 
and  my  fellow  townsman  and  neighbor.  Under  uch 
crcumstanqes  it  gives  me  pain-l" 

"Then  don't  let  us  discuss  painful  subjects.    Let's 
get  down  to  busmess.    YouVe  come  to  rescue  Bos'n 

DeS::^Lt:aTret:!_7^^ 

;^rovertoh.sorrowin'ttirr;h:ntrr 
Well,  you  can't  have  her— not  yet  " 

you  t^k^ft?''  ^'■-  v""'  "  ''""  -^^  *°  -  that 

wni  L7    ^'''  "'f  ''^  ^'■'''  "^'  ''"d  y°"r  .onduct 
will  lead  us  to  invotp  ir     tu.  i  •    .         '"">-i- 

Shall  I  call  him  ?n?''  ""^'^"^  '^  °"'^''J- 

heen^"''\^/'^"''r  '""'  '^'  '"^^  ^""^^'We  and  had 

"  Here  she  is  I  "  he  shouted.     "  I  see  h,.r     r 

on,  Emmie!    Your  dad's  come  for'/ou     Let  go^^f 
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her,youwo.a„,    What  do  you  .can  by  holdin' on 

The  situation  which  wa«  "  n«f  u 
diately  became  much  lesTso    "?.  J""-"^""' "  i-'"- 
a  lively  one.    It  ended  a   Mr"  tIJ'  ""'  '"'""^'=  ^^'^ 
by  Tad  from  the  floor  whee  he  haH  Tm  ""u^'  "" 
been  pushed  violently  o^er  a  ch^ir  hv  C  "'        /"' 

inats  enough,  '  he  saiH     "  tu  .< 

some  over.    Atkins  take  thl.  f  „  '  '"""«''  ""'^ 

and  off  my  premises     If      t      °"'  °^  ^'''^  ''""^^ 

to  fight  outTnT court       ;.''?"■'■  '''"'^  ^°^  - 
fullv  aonomf.^  ™e  courts.     I  m  her  guardian,  law- 

Te    whifeth  f'  "■      '""  ""'■  "°^°''y  ^'''^  ^«"  touch 

rece,ved  that  morning.     His  ^IToTm  T 

Emily's  guardian     He  h^  f*"-  the  appomtment  as 
of  her  fT.h  '"^  "PP''^'^  before  the  news 

ot  her  father's  coming  to  lift-  reached  him      tZ 
app^mtment  itself  had  arrived  Just  in  time       ""'' 
Mr.  A  kms  stud.ed  the  document  with  care    When 

Humph  I  "  he  grunted.  "  Humph  I    I  see.  Well 
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sir  I  have  some  influence  in  this  section  and  I  shall 
see  how  Jong  your-your  ,rick  will  prevent  thi 
child's  go,ng  where  she  belongs.  I  wish  vou  ,„ 
d^stand  that  I  shall  continue^his^ioThe'e"; 
iast.  i— I  am  not  one  to  be  easily  beaten  s;r„„ 
you  and  Thomas  come  with  J  tSsmT 
P.cabj.  chicanery  is  only  the  beg,2  g""  T L.  t 
bad  busmess  for  you,  Cy  Whittaker  "  i,  !  1 

his  self-control  vanishing/"  and '^.^  U  ''  -T  ''• 

glance  at  the  schoolmiLssl-' for    l^lt"'" 
with  you  in  if     Thof  •  ^"°  are 

ta't  .car.  „r  iCl,!       """'  "■    ^•'"  '*'" 
fore."  '  "  "'' «P=n««  with  (rirfa  be. 

rtr r '."--■ --f --- 

s.bly  he  thought  he  had  said  too  much  already     A 

Cjntajn  Cy  pulled  his  beard  and  laughed. 
Well,  we  repelled  'em,  didn't  we?  "he  observed 
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"  But,  as  friend  Heman  says,  the  beginnin's  only  be- 
gun.    I  wish  he  hadn't  seen  you  here,  teacher." 

Miss  Dawes  looked  up  from  the  task  of  stroking 
poor  Bos'n's  hair. 

''  I  don't,"  she  said,  "  I'm  glad  of  it."  Then  she 
added,  laughing  nervously:  "  Cap'n  Whittaker,  how 
could  you  be  so  cool?  It  was  like  a  play.  I  de- 
clare, you  were  just  splendid  I  " 
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A  CLEW 

vote  of  thanks."  ''"  °^"  ^^  W'»'"aker  a 

and  IS:y;S;''Sl,';^r  '-'^'^y  -  ^''ocked 
on  the  scales  instead  of  thh,'.  ""'■^"""'^  ^''S^t 
After  what  weVe  fou^/d  ttf  ^^^"f  "^^-*^/ 
;  Ya-as,"  drawled  Capt  „  J^  .r' -^'" 
what  I  said.  If  it  wan't  fnl  V  t-'  ^""^^  ^" 
sewin'  circle  woullrhave      ^l""'     '  «'"«  """^  '^"^ 

their  neighbors      o'tn  T     "   '"  ''"^  ''''°"'  ^ut 
o^ho,es!sa:L^::;T,rreTbea    f„„ 

are  so  busy  jumpin'  on  Whi    tC  ;h  '  '  ^"'^' 

^eel^^JWy  safe.    Ain't  that'UtfeV"'''^"^ -" 

oft:  gS  7e  btbS'  '""1°'  '  '''^-'^' 
feed  the  clerk's  mTstak.        "  'l  ""^^mg.     If  he  „o- 

256 


A    CLEW 

departure  Mr.  Smalley  himself  disc.vereu  the  error 
and  charged  the  Lumley  account  with  "  1 14  lbs 
Mixed  Green  and  Black."  Meanwhile  the  assemi 
blage  about  the  stove  had  put  Captain  Cy  on  the 
anvil  and  was  hammering  him  vigorously 

Bayport  was  boiling  over  with  rumor  and  surmise. 
Heman  had  appealed  to  ihe  courts  asking  thtt  Cap- 
tarn  Cys  appointment  as  Bos'n's  guardian   be  rc- 
scmded.    Cy  had  hired  Lawyer  Peabody,  of  Ostable 
to  look  out  f.  f  his  interests.     Mr.  Atkins  and  the 
captam  had  all  but  come  to  blows  over  the  child. 
Ihomas,   the  poor  father,   had  broken   down   and 
wept,  and  had  threatened  to  commit  suicide      Mrs 
Salters  had  refused  to  speak  to  Captain  Cy  when  she 
met  the  latter  after  meeting  on  Sunday.    The  land  in 
Orham  had  been  sold  and  the  captain  was  using 
the  money.    Phcebe  Dawes  had  threatened  to  resign 
tf  Bosn  came  to  school  any  longer.     No,  she  had 
threatened  to  resign  if  she  didn't  come  to  school, 
^he  hadnt  threatened  to  resign  at  all,  but  >vanted 
higher  wages  because  of  the  effect  the  scandal  might 
have  on  her  reputation  as  a  teacher.     These  were 
a  few  of  the  reports,  contradicted  and  added  to  from 
day  to  day. 

To  quote  Josiah  Dimick  again:  "  Sortin'  out  the 
truth  from  the  lies  is  like  tryin'  to  find  a  quart  of 
sardines  in  a  schooner  load  of  herrin'.  Aad  they 
dump  in  more  herrin'  every  half  hour." 

Angeline  Phinney  was  having  the  time  of  her  life. 
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"nd  the  minority  L'!L  \'^'T''^  '°  '*>-  ^'^^4- 
''•«leoppo«unityVdS^f"''^'"f,  ^'"■''=>''  "''^ 
'^  they  had  dared  iZ  4  J""'^ '  """=•  ^^'^ 
^''"'•ty  and  high..indfd„r  ht  7'  ''  '^''^'■«- 
regardless  of  political  conJ  "'°''°"  '°  '^"'V' 

«nt  speech  af  tow„  ^^2"'""'   -"'  "^^  ">=•«-«■ 
«Ited.    The  5«..„,, %"•;"'"«  "'"^  '«"ded  and  ex- 

of  the  meeting   and  fr  '°T'""^  '  ^""  ''""unt 

-:-;;-^ov;rai;:rrr;j^;,;r^^Keturah. 

Bangsr'rtnf.3'Tutf'r^'^'''''-'^Mrs. 
d'd?   Ain't  that  S'rhr  ^-'^ 'h«  splen- 

gressman  Atkins^  deleTed  'r  'T  '  ^''^"  ^o"' 
hush  fell  upon  the  exc,  ed  th,      "     f  ''"''"'^"'  » 

""nister  said  pretty  ni.h   th  /"""'='^    '^"^ 

^°«/</«V  speak      I  couSt  h      '""'  """8'    ^"^   ^ 
to    save    me.      Don?  v„  ""'""'^  ""^  "'""th 

Bailey?"  "'    y°"    remember    I    couldn't, 

Mr.  Bangs  nodded  gloomily      i.  ■ 
he  wished  the  effect  ofT       •        "  ^""''"^  'hat 
might  have  been  more  It        ""!"''"''  '^^'aration 
chair.  """ore  lastmg.    Asaph  stirred  in  his 

"I  don't  care,"  he  said      "Ti,- 

business  is  all  right,  but  there'/r  *'""'"'  ''""'^^'• 

everything.     I  see  this  Th  ."''^'  "^^  ''^^^  *» 

come,  and  he  d  dn^  ,oIk  rt"  "'""  "''^"  ^^  ^"« 
look  l,ke  no  saint  then-„or 
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Tdt't;:,".."'*^^'  ""^-  '^^  »  specimen  pick- 

voiced  the  generS^S.tr""'''-  '^""'^^  ^">P 

thaeSettM^itJ^^V"^--^'-' 
didn't  notice  anythwTu/     v  "^  """"  *''""'  ''"^  ^ 

nen.    Maybe^y  no"!  a"„?   TT  '"'  ^°'"'  '"^"- 
but  all  /  s«.  was  a  nn     T      '''  '''"  ^Perience- 

^y\   I  Pitied  S  aX^ilTcaTrV  "^^^'^ 
say  It."  """  ^  care  who  hears  me 

a  driS  "r  d?y^*:  ^'"""T  "  -^  if  he  was 
have  anything  to  J  withTl  ^n'  ''*'"^  -""'^ 
-ade  a  whole  lot  of  T  J  ^u,  h  '™^  T'"^''" 
woman  or  other  but  noboH  ^  '*  '"""'''"'  ^^^e 
was.  'Bout  time  for  her  t'  T  "^^^  '^'  '^°'"="' 
Teacher."  turning: trSs"'^:;^^^^^^ 
Whittaker  place  when  M,  /w.  ■      '      ^°"  ^^^^  at  the 

-eforhi.;:;Lt„rr^s?i'd"'r 

there     It  must  have  been  wuth  sedn' "       ''"  '^^^ 
silent  JoVSv^-"  °r"-  '  ''^  '^^  ''ept 

following  th';:  t  r;\tr'°"?'  ''^  ^^^ 

to,  she  answered  promptly.^'         "°"'  "'"''  ''PP^'^d 
Angeline's  news  createA  , 
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declarer'' ?h     ^''^  y°" 'We,  teacher?    Weill 
round  tie  taS     '"""'"    '""'    -^a.atio„rL 

"  Tell  us,  teacher,"  pleaded  Keturah      "  W      - 
Heman  grand?     I  should  so  like  tn   h       ^"" ' 

to  tell  you  that  my  symnath^e?  T  ^  ""^ht 

tain  Whittaker  in\Z7st  ""  "'"  ^  "''''  ^ap- 
"P  to  a  drunken  scoundrel  ke  hi  fT  '*"''  ''"'^  «''^' 
opinion,  be  a  crime."  "''"  ^°"^''' '" «"/ 

was  the  first  tf  Recover  ^^  ""'"  *'^  '''''■    ^^^-'^ 

^«H^li;e:t^:?^rse"tr^^-- 
crime,  myself.    And  as  foTr  '^  ^      '""  '  ""  *''« 

to  know  who's  s^en  Jr  Jh^'"'"'':"""''  ^"'^  ^'''^ 
Whittaker  says  he  has  butl!!!""  '""''■  ^^"-^ 
Jhe  waved  her  hand  scornfully.    Ph^be  rose  from 

''^f^:i:T^lZT^'''''''°'^''  'He  said, 
tain  WhittakeTlLockZH  '""''!'■  '  ^^^  ^'P" 
captain  for  it.  lonlyZZT  '  '""""'^  ''^ 
could  have  done  it  myself  "  ^"'  '  '"^"  ^"^^ 

She  left  the  room,  and,  a  few  moments  late,  the 
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th„I'?!i"  '"""''  *=  "J""  Tripp.     ...,.,, 

«?''";,r'»»''P"*rfb..kW.  chair 

likely,  knoii?  h.i„?,T,:;J°'"; '"'  ■  "■«"»« 

for  the  poo,      °°    '„,  °' '"*"  *«  k«>  ""med  op 

there  are  nrettv  t->»  J^eiimouth.     Folks  over 

ire  pretty  keen  on  that  subiert      I  „  l 

town  would  go  to  law  about  it   "ther'n  h    ^""'  ^' 
against  her.     Libel  ,„;fo       '  ,?™'^"  hear  a  word 


» 
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As  if  frightened  at  his  own  display  of  spirit  he 
hurned  out.  There  was  silence  for  a  tiL;  Sm^ 
Phinney  spoke  concerning  the  weather 

one?  Th      ^^^'^r''"  P'-  the  days  were  full 
ones      There,  also,  legal  questions  were  discussed- 

KK  occasionally   and,  more  infrequently  still.  Miss 
Dawes,  as  participants  with  Captain  Cv  in  tL  H 

trCAtk^T-  --  ^-  -  s^  far  a?th  y tlatd 
to  Mr.  Atkins's  appeal  to  the  courts,  and  the  caotain', 
retaking  Lawyer  Peabody,  of  Os;able.  Mr'  PeY 
body  s  opinion  of  the  case  w,s  not  encouraging. 
iteH  I  '"\^.^P*'""'"  he  said,  when  his  cLfvis- 
gainst'!"  The  °''^:;  " ''"■  '''''  "^  ^^  "-h 

-th^^t:;;^-^i^--Snif 

county  back  of  him.    We  wouldn't  s'tand      figld  ' 
hance  except  for  one  thing-Thomas  him  elf'   Sf 
left  his  wife  and  the  baby;  deserted  them    so  she 
said;  went  to  get  work,  he  says.    We  can  nm!  T 
was  a  drunken  blackguard  ,eore  hTt        Td   ^ 

Deri     ^  !  '"''■'1"  '^^y'='-'hat  the  man  was  des- 
perate and  despairing  because  of  your  refusal  to  ^Z 
h.m  his  child.     They'll  hold  him'up  a    a      pe„f  : 
s.nner,  anxio  s  to  reform,  and  needing  the  li   fe  S 
■nfluence  to  help  keep  him  straight'    That's  ?heir 
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game,  and  they'll  play  it,  be  sure  of  that.  It  sounds 
reasonable  enough  too,  for  sinners  have  repented  be- 
fore  now.  And  the  long-lost  father  coming  back  to 
h.s  ch,hi  ,s  the  one  sure  thing  to  win  applause  from 
the  gallery,  you  know  that." 
Captain  Cy  nodded. 

U    ^^?•"  l\"'''^'  "  ^  "^"^  '*•     The  other  night, 

when  M.SS  Ph-when  a  friend  of  niine  w.s  at  the 

house,  she  said  this  business  was  like  a  play     I  didn't 

say  so  to  htr,  but  all  the  same  I  realize  It  ain't  like 

a  play  at  all      In  a  play  dad  comes  home,  havin' 

been  snaked  bodily  out  of  the  jaws  of  the  tomb  by 

h.s  coat  cdlar,  and  the  young  one  sings  out  '  Papa ! 

Papal    and  he  sobs,  '  Me  child!  Me  child! '  and  it's 

a  1  lovely,  and  you  put  on  your  hat  feelin'  that  the 

o  d  man  ,s  go.n'  to  be  rich  and  righteous  for  the  rest 

of  h,s  days.    Bn.  here  it's  different;  dad's  a  rascal, 

and  anybody  who's  seen  anything  of  the  worid  know 

wh;-7hy.^^^  "'  =■"'  ^^  '°^  ^'•^  P°-  ''"'^  «-'. 

dow  ^^'ITl'*' J*""'  '"'^'  "'"■'^'■"8  "^^  '°  fhe  win- 
dow  stood  lookmg  out.     After  an  interval,  during 

kttef  thr'  ^?t"T''^  '"°^"^y  '''^  '  '^""  busines! 
letter  through  for  the  second  time,  he  spoke  again. 

1  hope  you  understand,  Peabody,"  he  said.     "  It 

am  t  just  selfishness  that  makes  me  steer  the  course 

airtoT'"  ■  .  ?T'.  ^"'"'^  «°' '°  •'^  '^'  ^-W  and 
all  to  me   and  ,f  she's  taken  away  I  don't  know's  I 

care  a  tmker  s  darn  what  happens  afterwards.    But, 
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all  the  same,  if  her  dad  was  a  real  man,  sorry  for 

what  he's  done  and  tryin'  to  make  up  for  it ^why, 

then,  I  cal'late  I'm  decent  enough  to  take  off  my  hat,' 
hand  her  over,  and  say:  'God  bless  you  and  good 
luck.'  But  to  think  of  him  carryin'  her  off  the  Lcrd 
knows  where,  to  neglect  her  and  cruelize  her,  and  to 
let  her  grow  up  among  fellers  like  him,  I— I— by 
the  big  dipper,  I  can't  do  itl  That's  all;  I  can't  I  " 
"How  does  she  feel  about  it,  herself?"  asked 
Peabody. 

"Her?    Bos'n?    Why,  that's  the  hardest  of  all. 
Some  of  the  children  at  school  pester  her  about  her 
father.     I  don't  know's  you  can  blame  'em;  young 
ones  are  made  that  way,  I  guess— but  she  comes 
home  to  me  cryin',  and  it's  '  O  Uncle  Cy,  he  ain't  my 
truly  father,  is  he?'  and  'You  won't  let  him  take 
me  away  from  you,  will  you?'  till  it  seems  as  if  I 
should  fly  out  of  the  window.    The  poor  little  thing  1 
And  that  puffed-up  humbug  Atkins  blowin'  about  his 
Christianity  and  all !    D— n  such  Christianity  as  that, 
I  say!    I've  seen  heathen  Injuns,  who  never  heard  of 
Christ,  with  more  of  His  spirit  inside  'em.    There  I 
I've  shocked  you,  I  guess.     Sometimes  I  think  this 
place  is  too  narrer  and  cramped  for  me.     I've  been 
around,  you  know,  and  my  New  England  bringin'  up 
has  wore  thin  in  spots.     Seem's  if  I  must  get  some- 
wheres  and  spread  out,  or  I'll  bust." 

He   threw  himself   into   a   chair.      The   lawyer 
clapped  him  on  the  shoulder. 
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"  There,  there,  captain,"  he  said.    "  Don't '  bust ' 
yetawh.le.     Don't  give  up  the  ship.     If  we  lose  in 
one  cour ,  we  can  appeal  to  another,  and  so  on  up  the 
line     And  meantime  we'll  do  a  little  investigating 
ot  friend  Thomas's  career  since  he  left  Concord 
I  ve  written  to  a  legal  acquaintance  of  mine  in  Butte 
giving  hrni  the  facts  as  we  know  them,  and  a  descrip- 
tion  of  Thomas.     He  will  try  to  find  out  what  the 
tellow  did  in  his  years  out  West.     It's  our  best 
chance,  as  I  told  you.    Keep  your  pluck  up  and  wait 
and  see. 

The  captain  repeated  this  conversation  to  the 
Board  of  Strategy  when  he  returned  to  Bayport 
Miss  Dawes  had  walked  home  from  school  with 
Bos  n,  and  had  stopped  at  the  house  to  hear  the  re- 
port. She  listened,  but  it  was  evident  that  some- 
thing else  was  on  her  mind. 

"  Captain  Whittaker,"  she  asked,  "  has  it  ever 
struck  you  as  queer  that  Mr.  Atkins  should  take  such 
an  interest  in  this  matter?  He  is  giving  time  and 
counsel  and  money  to  help  this  man  Thomas,  who  is 
a  perfect  stranger  to  him.  Why  does  he  do  it?  " 
Captain  Cy  smiled. 

"Why?"  he  repeated.  "Why,  to  down  me,  of 
course.  I  was  gettin'  too  everlastin'  prominent  in 
politics  to  suit  him.  I'd  got  you  in  as  teacher,  and  I 
had  Lonzo  Snow  as  good  as  licked  for  school  com- 
mittee. Goodness  knows  what  I  might  have  run  for 
next,  cordin'  to  Heman's  reasonin',  and  I  simply 
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had  to  be  smashed.  It  worked  all  right.  I'm  so  un- 
healthy  now  in  the  sight  of  most  folks  in  this  town, 
that  I  cal  late  they  go  home  and  sulphur-smoke  their 
clothes  after  they  meet  me,  so's  not  to  catch  my 
wickedness."  ' 

But  the  teacher  shook  her  head. 
"  ^'\»'  doesn't  seem  reason  enough  to  me,"  she 
declared.    "  Just  see  what  Mr.  Atkins  has  done.    He 
never  openly  adv.:ated  anything  in  town  meeting  be- 
fore; you  said  so  yourself.    Even  when  he  must  have 
realized  that  you  had  the  votes  for  committeeman  he 
kept  still.    He  might  have  taken  many  of  them  from 
you  by  simpl-  coming  out  and  declaring  for  Mr 
Snow;  but  he  didn't.    And  then,  all  at  once,  he  takes 
Uiis  astonishing  stand.    Captain  Whittaker,  Mr  Tid- 
ditt  says  that,  the  night  of  Emily's  birthday  party 
you  and  he  told  who  she  was.  by  accident,  and  that 
Mr   Atkins  seemed  very  much  surprised  and  upset 
Is  that  so?  " 

Captain  Cy  laughed. 

"His  lemonade  was  upset;  that's  all  I  roticed 
special.  Oh  I  yes,  and  he  lost  his  hat  off,  goin'  home. 
But  what  of  it?    What  are  you  drivin'  at?  " 

"  I  wa;  wondering  if— if  it  could  be  that,  for  some 
reason,  Mr.  Atkins  had  a  spite  against  Emily  or  her 
people.    Or  if  he  had  any  reason  to  fear  her  " 

"Fear?     Fear  Bos'n?     Oh,   my,   that's   funny  1 
You  ve    been    readin'    novels,    I'm    'fraid,    teacher, 
though  I  didn't  suspect  it  of  you." 
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Miss  Dawes  smiled,  too, 


He  laughed  heartily, 
but  she  still  persisted. 

beZe1Ct"''''''r''"°"-     P"hapsitis 
because  In.  a  woman,  and  politics  don't  mean  as 
much  to  me  as  to  you  men,  but  to  me  political  rea 
ons  don't  seem  strong  enough  to  account    "such 
actions  as  those  of  Mr.  Atkins.    Emily's  mother  was 

Orham     I  w.sh  we  could  find  out  more  about  them 
while  they  lived  there." 

^Sl  -^f '  K  ^""'.'^  ^'''  ^'"^  thoughtfully. 
Well     he  observed,  "maybe  we  can,  if  we  want 
o,  ^ough  I  don't  think  what  we  find  ou't  'Ha™ 
to  nothm  .    I  was  kmd  of  cal'latin'  to  go  to  Orham 

Barzdla  Wmgate's  cousin,  Whit-is  a  sort  of  re- 
lation of  mme,  and  we  visit  back  and  forth  eveX 
nme  or  ten  year  or  so.  The  ten  year's  most  up  an^ 
hes  been  pestenn'  me  to  come  over.     Seth's  been 

por   one,  and  he's  lived  there  all  his  life.    What  he 
don  t  know  about  Orham  folks  ain't  wuth  knowin' 
I  T  uT'  ^'"  ^"'"P  *'''"  ^bout  the  Thayers  and 
Ikes  to  talk,  anyhow.     I  don't  know's  I  ought  to 

uH;  ••  b^it's'th^'""^  "^  f""'"""'"  '^  ^'^^'  '-"" 
a/'-  ,    ''  "  '""  "^  '''"''bom  and  unlikely  at 

odd  .mes.    We  don't  always  agree  as  to  which  s  the 

best  town  to  live  in,  you  understand." 
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cctcd  to  the  "pumping"  process  when  Asaph  vis- 

several  things  happened  in  Bayport 

ora?J"  H  ''""'  f':"^'  '""'  "'^  ^"«^^"  °f  the  Hon. 
orable  Heman  Atlcins.  Congress  was  to  open  at 
Washington,  and  the  Honorable  heeded  the  call  o 

anTthe  h'^""''  '^'  ^o-ekeeper  went  with  him, 
and  the  b.g  house  was  closed  for  the  winter.     A 

iron  dogs,  the  great  man  bade  a  Kroup  of  admirin,! 
constituents  good  by.  He  thankeVtTe^' ?or  Z? 
SJly'ed  '       ""'"'"'^  ""''  '■'  "''""''^  ""'  f'e 

frill!"?  '"":,'?  ^--r  *°^"^'"^"'  '^-'^'''i"  and 
friends,    he  sa.d,     with  regret,  tempered  by  pride- 

a  not  mexcusable  pride,  I  believe.     In  the  trying  ex- 

Sv  f?r'  d  "'  "''""""^  '"'  ^y-P^hy  hfs  so 
recently  forced  upon  me,  you  have  stood  firm  and 
cheered  me  on.  The  task  I  have  undertake"  the 
task  of  restoring  to  a  worthy  man  his  own,  sha  1  be 

ha:.d1oT  t  ''"T  ^"^^'"'^-  '  "-^  p-  -y 

hand  to  the  plow,  and  it  shall  not  be  withdrawn 

dete;mrne5^™°"'  ^  f  '"  "^  ^"'^  ''  W-shington 
determined  to  secure  for  my  native  town  the  appro- 

ff      an"  u'  "u  'r'y  ""'^'-     I  'hall  secure  it 

llZ^Tu     y"^^        '"^  '^'  """'"'  ^-  hugely 
-njoyed  by  his  listeners-"  I  am,  as  I  seem  likely  to 

268 


A   CLEW 

apDot^'^^  °'  ""'•''''  °'  '^'  'committee,'  .elf- 
appointed  at  our  recent  town  meeting.     If  If. 

and  I  do  not  conceal  the  fact  that  I  may  fail-J  am 

cma.„  you  will  not  blame  me.     Now  I  should  iZ 

to  shake  each  one  of  you  by  the  hand." 

AtS^r'^'-''"'  ''"•''"•  """^  '''<=  '"i"  bore  the 
Atkm,  delegation  away.  And.  on  the  day  following 
Mr  Thomas  the  prodigal  father,  also  left  town     A 

andTfeTtthrr  '''  '""  '''"''  '"^'     ^"'^ 
and  he  felt  that  he  must  accept  it.    He  would  come 

back  some  of  these  days,  with  the  warrant  from  the 
court,  and  get  his  little  girl 

DilS^'the"  °'"f  .''''"'  Um-ya-as!"  quoth 
U>m.ck  the  cynical,   m  conversation  with   Captain 

Well  oeTT  °'  l''"'''"'  '  ^''-'''"''  -"de- 
Well    please  don't  ask  me  if  I  think  Heman  sent 

h.m  to  Boston  so's  to  have  him  out  of  the  way  and 

cause  he'd  feel  consider'ble  safer  than  if T  was 

loose  down  here.     Don't  ask  me  that,  for,  with  my 

s  net  scruples  against  the  truth  I  might  say  No     aI 

.t  .s,  I  say  nothin'-and  wink  my  port  eye" 

Ihe  ten-day  visit  ended,  Mr.  Tidditt  returned  to 

Bailey  called  at  the  Whittaker  place,  and  there  thev 
were  joined  by  Miss  Dawes,  who  had  been  suZ 
moned  to  the  conclave  by  a  note  intrusted  to  Bo  '„ 

tet  i"'  f"'    l"^'''^  ^"P'^'"  Cy,  as  the  quar- 

tet  gahered  in   the  sitting  room,    "here  we  are 

hangin    on  your  words,  as  the  feller  said.     Don't 
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W^at  did  you  find 


k«P  u.  .trung  up  too  long, 
out  ?  "  * 

J^irjintro^'r''""-  ^^-"^ 

tone.     To  have  bL  !m        ''',»"PP"'«'"«nt  in  hi, 

withthe„ew.o/.rest  ^litd  ""■''  ""  •"'"^"« 
been  pure  joy  for  ITaph  '  '""^'^  """''^ »-« 

twould  be  somethin-  morc'n  'twas   butlh  ?  1 

-jnte^ceptthenttlesoS^-ri^^^^ 

w:!^;S:t!:^^;;--^a'WBang,.wbo 

«nter  of  the  stage  "  stonT  ^"1'°"  '"  *' 
'somethin's.'  won'f  U  Y  T  "°*'"'» '  "«* 
round  and  over  an/r  ^  ^"^  '"''''■''"'  '"» 
'nothinV  andlL"         "  ""  "^  '""'»'»  M  of 

terlSd'i:ptt;l'"V^'"°'^''V'"'  ''■- •"  ■•'•- 

as  peacemaker  '"    ^'"'*'""  ^^  ''"'«"«=d  to  act 

-{^^^ntlll'S';;  fi^t"r:  ''?^' 

out  the  trimmin's."  '  ^''  '"'^  ™t 

'  Well,"  continued  Mr.  Tidditt   with  ,     i 
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Adam,  if  you  let  him  tell  it.    He  told  me  a  whole 
mess  about  old  man  Thayer  and  old  man  RicLrds 
and  the^r  granddads  and  grandmarms,  and  wha 
houses  they  hved  in,  and  how  many  hens  they  Tept 
and  what  the.r  dog's  name  was,  and  how  they  cote 

iwas  tea  o  clock  afore  he  got  out  of  Genesis   and 

Bt^.sma-hr^r'^^"^^^^-^^'^^^'^- 

Mi^°\''"t'^  '°  ""  J"''"  Thayer  a  smart  youne' 
fel  er,  so  Seth  said.  They  used  to  cal'late  tharhe"5 
nse  h.gh  m  the  seafarin'  and  sh.p-ownin'  line.  May 
be  he  would,  only  he  died  somewheres  :-.  Californy 
long  m  -54  or  thereabouts.  Twas  the  time  ofT 
gold  crazmess  out  there,  and  he  left  his  ship  and 
went  gold  huntin'.  And  the  next  thing  they  knew 
he  was  dead  and  buried."  ^ 

;;  When  was  that?"  inquired  the  schoolmistress. 
^^  in  54,  I  tell  you.    So  Seth  says." 
_  What  ship  was  he  on  ?  "  asked  Bailey. 
Wan  t  on  any  ship.     Why  don't  you  listen    in 

nale^fher?'""  '  ^'''''  '^'"''  ""''    ^''^'^  -«  ^^^ 

Wasn  t  Mr.  Atkins  at  sea  in  those  days?"  put 
.n  the  teacher.     The  captain  answered  her. 
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"  Yes,  he  was,"  he  said.  "  That  is,  I  think  he  was. 
He  was  away  from  here  when  I  skipped  out,  and  he 
didn  t  get  back  till  '6i  or  thereabouts." 

"  Well,  anyhow,"  went  on  Asaph,  "  that's  all  I 
could  find  out.  Seth  and  me  went  rummagin'  through 
town  records  from  way  back  to  glory,  him  gassin' 
away  and  stringin'  along  abou.'  this  old  settler  and 
that    till  I  'most  wished  he'd  choke  himself  with 
the  dust  he  was  raisin'.    We  found  John's  grandad's 
W.11,  and  Emily's  dad's  will,  r^d  John's  own  will, 
and  thats  all.    John  left  everything  he  had  and  all 
fie  might  become  possessed  of  to  his  wife  and  baby 
and  their  heirs  forever.    He  died  poorer'n  poverty. 
Whats  the  use  of  a  will  when  you  ain't  got  nothin' 
to  leave?" 

"Why!"  exclaimed  Captain  Cy.  "Ihe  answer 
to  thats  easy.  John  was  goin'  to  sea,  and,  more'n 
J.kely,  m.c,.ded  to  have  a  shy  at  the  diggin's  afore 
he  got  back.  So,  if  he  did  make  any  money,  he 
wanted  his  wife  and  baby  to  have  it." 

"  Well,  what  they  got  wan't  wuth  havin'.  Emily 
had  to  scrimp  along  and  do  dressmakin'  till  she  died 
She  done  fairly  well  at  that,  though,  and  saved 
somethin  and  passed  it  over  to  Mary.  And  Mary 
married  Henry  Thomas,  after  she  went  with  the 
Howes  tnbe  to  Concord,  and  he  got  rid  of  it  for  her 
in  double  quick  time— all  but  the  Orham  land." 

"So  that  was  all  you  could  find  out,  hey  Ase'" 
asked  the  captain.    "  Well,  it's  at  least  as  much  as  I 
272 


A   CLEW 

expected.    You  see,  teacher,  these  story-book  notions 
don  t  work  out  when  it  comes  to  real  life." 
Miss  Dawes  was  plainly  disappointed. 
"I  wish  we  knew  more,"  she  said.    "Who  was 
on  this  ship  with  Mr.  Thayer?    And  who  sent  the 
news  of  his  death  *■  ome  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  can  tell  you  that,"  said  Asaph.  "  'Twas 
some  one-hoss  doctor  out  there,  gold  minin'  himself, 
he  was  John  died  of  a  quick  fever.  Got  cold  and 
went  off  m  no  time.  Seth  remembered  that  much, 
though  he  couldn't  remember  the  doctor's  name  He 
said,  if  I  wanted  to  learn  more  about  the  Thayers, 
1  might  go  see—  Humph,  well,  never  mind  that. 
Iwas  just  foolishness,  anyhow." 
But  Phoebe  persisted. 

"To  see  whom?"  she  asked.     "Some  one  you 
knew?    A  friend  of  yours?  " 

Asaph  turned  red. 

"  Friend  of  mine!  "  he  snarled.  "  No,  sir'  she 
ain  t  no  friend  of  mine,  I'm  thankful  to  say.  More 
a  friend  of  Bailey's,  here,  if  she's  anybody's.  One 
of  h.s  pets,  she  was,  for  a  spell.  A  patient  of  his, 
you  might  say;  anyhow,  he  prescribed  for  her  'Twas 
that  deef  idiot,  Debby  Beasley,  Cy;  that's  who  'twas. 
Her  name  was  Briggs  afore  she  married  Beasley 
and  sht  WPS  hired  help  for  Emily  Thayer,  when 
Mary  was  born,  and  until  John  died." 

Captain  Cy  burst  into  a  roar  of  laughter.     Bailey 
sprang  out  of  his  chair. 
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"  She  was  that  deef  housekeeper  Bailey  hired  for 
me.  teacher,"  explained  the  captain.    "  (Ve  told  v" 

huntin      We  go  gunnin'  for  Heman  Atkins,  and  we 
bring  down  Debbyl     Well  Ase   »«,„•  f  tu      ,, 

Ig  J   p  »  r       vv  cii,  ^se,  goin  to  see  the  old 

Mr.  Tidditt's  retort  was  emphatic 
Go.n'  to  see  her?  "  he  repeated.    "  I  gi,ess  not  I 

the  Debby  Beasley  /  want,  and  I  cal'late  Cy  Whit- 
taker  feels  the  same  way.'  Gotoseeherl  I  wouidn't 
foVr"  '"  ''  '''  -''  "P  '■"  P"^'''-  -holW 
■'Nobody  up  there's  goin'  to  holler  for  you  Ase 
T.dd.tt,"  remarked  Bailey,  with  sarcasm;  < 'so  don' 
let  that  worry  you  none." 

asked^Jh'JbT'"'  '°  "^  '"•  '''''''"'  ^'''«^''-^" 

The  captain  shook  his  head. 

"Why  no,  I  guess  not,"  he  said.     "  I  don't  take 
much  stock  ,n  what  she'd  be  likely  to  know;  besides 
I  ma  good  deal  l.ke  Ase-I've  had  about  all  the 
Uebby  Beasley  I  want." 


CHAPTER   XV 

DEEi^y  BEASLEY  TO  THE   RESCUE 

MRS.  BANGS  -  said  the  schoolmistress,  a. 

to-morrow  "■      '  "=*"'  '°  ^°"°-  ^-'-  husband 
It  was  Friday  evening,  and  supper  at  the  perfect 
boardmg  house  had  advanced  as  L  ,.  1  . 

prunes  and  f.it.ake  stag^li^S,  ^  tfc^ 
fully  deahng  out  the  prunes,   exacti;  four  to  eal 

srbatr  ^'°^^'  ^-°"  '■"  -  -^  -"edt 

;;You-you  want  to  ^hat?"  she  asked. 

.    "  Why,  yes,"  he  answered,   "  I'll  go      I  r.n  „ 
;ust  as  well  as  not.    Fact  is,  I'd  like  to     An'   been 
to  Trumet  I  don't  know  when." 
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Miss  Phinney  and  the  widow  Tripp  looked  at  each 
other.  Then  they  both  looked  at  Keturah.  That 
lady  s  mouth  closed  tiglitly,  and  she  resumed  her 
prune  distribution. 

'I  I'm  sorry,"  she  said  crisply,  '<  but  I'm  'fraid  he 

can  t  go     It  s  Saturday,  and  I'll  need  him  round  the 

house.    Do  you  care  for  cake  to-night,  Elviry  ?    I'm 

fraid  .ts  pretty  dry;  I  ain't  had  time  to  do  much 

bakin'  this  week." 

"Of  course,"  continued  the  smiling  Phcebe,  "I 
shouldn  t  think  of  asking  him  to  go  for  nothing.  I 
didn  t  mean  borrow  him  in  just  that  way.  I  was 
thmkmg  of  hiring  your  horse  and  buggy,  and,  as  I'm 
not  used  to  driving,  I  thought  perhaps  I  might  en- 
gage Mr.  Bangs  to  drive  for  me.  I  expected  to  pay 
for  the  privilege.  But,  as  you  need  him,  I  suppose  I 
must  get  my  rig  and  driver  somewhere  else.  I'm  so 
sorry." 

The  landlady's  expression  change  '  This  was  the 
dull  season,  and  opportunities  to  "  k  "  the  family 
steed  and  buggy-"  horse  and  team,"  we  call  it  in 
Uayport — were  few. 

"Well,"  she  observed,  "  I  don't  want  to  be  un- 
likely and  disobligin'.  Par's  he's  concerned,  he'd 
rather  be  traipsin'  round  the  country  than  stay  to 
home,  any  day;  though  it's  been  so  long  sence  he 
took  me  to  ride  that  I  don't  know's  I'd  know  how 
to  act. 

"  Why,  Ketury  I  "  protested  her  husband.    "  How 
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up       the  graveyard.     You're  always  willin^  to  take 
-e  ,here.    Seems  son,eti„,es  as  if  you  enjoyed  doTn' 

look  at  our  lot    1.1  '""'  y°"  ^'•""^^  '« 

P.in..d„.ly]..,j™™  °'  ""  ''TO.  -■'  k.J  ie 
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beside  him,  turned  out  of  the  boarding-house  yard 
and  started  on  the  twelve-mile  journey  to  Trumet 

It  was  a  bleak  ride.  Denboro,  the  village  ad- 
jommg  Bayport  on  the  bay  side,  is  a  pretty  place, 
with  old  elms  and  silverleafs  shading  the  main  street 
m  summer,  and  with  substantial  houses  set  each  in 
Its  trim  yard.  But  beyond  Denboro  the  Trumet  road 
wmds  out  over  rolling,  bare  hills,  with  cranberry 
bogs,  now  flooded  and  skimmed  with  ice,  in  the  hoi- 
lows  between  them,  clu-ips  of  bayberry  and  beach- 
plum  bushes  scattered  over  their  rounded  slopes,  and 
white  scars  in  their  sides  showing  where  the  cran- 
berry  growers  have  cut  away  the  thin  layer  of  coarse 
grass  and  moss  to  reach  the  sand  beneath,  sand  which 
they  use  in  preparing  their  bogs  for  the  new  vines. 

And  the  wind!     There  is  always  a  breeze  along 
the  Irumet  road,  even  in  summer— when  the  mos- 
quitoes he  in  wait  to  leeward  like  buccaneers  until, 
sighting  tne   luckless  we  y rarer   in   the   offing,   they 
drive  down  before  the  wind  in  clouds,  literally  to  eat 
him  alive.  They  are  skilled  navigators,  those  Trumet 
road  mosquitoes,  and  they  know  the  advantage  of 
snug  harbors  under  hat  brims  and  behind  spreading 
ears.     And  each  individual  smashed  by  a   frantic 
palm  leaves  a  thousand  blood  relatives  to  attend  his 
funeral  a,  1  exact  revenge  after  the  Corsican  fashion. 
JNow,  in  December,  there  were,  o^  course,  no  mos- 
quitoes, but  the  wind  tore  across  those  bare  hilltops 
'n  gusts  that  rocked  the  buggy  on  its  springs.     The 
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which  changed  shape  Tolrrf^d  ^ed""''' 
long,  fleecy  ravelinffs    fh=.f  u         ■  ^P^*^  '"^^ 

was  gray  and  white    and  In  *h  ,'       "^  ^^^ 

-ion.,  „„^.„  b,r,t :;  'XL:  r«r :; 

I'ke  a  turned  knife  blade  ^"°  «™«  it,  flashed 

rutted  during  th^  M«       u  ^°  ''""  'leeply 

were  w^  Th?hrg;;':Lrwi"°^H ''-  ™^' 

as  they  turned  in  the  Sw'  "''  "'^P^'' 

sbcl^gtafLrr';;  f  ^'  ^'^^  -hooIn,istress. 
buggy  curtain'      "Wh'1  ''"'^  ""=  "^'PP'^g  °^  '^ 

Don't  you  see  1  f  T""     ^''^  "^^P'  "-^y-' 

-ttcrankrsies:-^^'^^^'^^  ^^•- 

In  Trumet  Center,  which  is  not  n.uch  or  a  center, 
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a^uild^Jh  "^'^^'"'^  •'"'"  "•'  ''"^^^  «"'•  "'-«d 
a  building  bearing  a  sign  with  the  words  "  Metro- 
politan Variety  Store,  Joshua  Atwood.  PropV.  Grt 

Zlnt'F^  '"^'''  '""""«•  «-'»  -''  Shoet 
wasllS  .' r*^'  ^  r^""  '■■«"  "'=""'''  'W; 
tW  Tu  n  -^T''  °^  '''^  P""'"  »"d  one  below 
that  read  "  Post  Office." 

She  emerged  a   moment  later,    followed   by  an 

elderly  person  in  a  red  cardigan  jacket  and  overalls. 

lake  the  fust  turnin'  to  the  left,  marm,"  he 

To      Ah     n     °"'-^  ''"'  ^''^^  °^  ^'^•^  bl^'^ksmith 
shop.     About  two  mile,  I'd  say.     Windy  day  for 

BaZ'/'r      n'     '^^''  ''""•^  °^  y-"  belongs  in 
Bayport,   I  cal-late.     Looks  to  me  like-     Hello" 

"Hello,  Josh!"  grunted  Mr.  Bangs,  adding  an 

explanatory  aside  to  the  effect  that  he  knew  Jo  h 

Atwood,  the  latter  having  once  lived  in  Bayport 

But  say,    he  asked  as  they  moved  on  once  more 

have  we  got  to  go  to  East  Trumet?     JerTshyi 

that  s  the  place  where  the  wind  co„,es  from     Thi' 

eir    wZ  h   "=  ''"'''"''  '''''  '^°"''  --  --h 
cise.     Whose  house  you  goin'  to  ?  " 

"adeiT"!^"^'  '"'  "^'  ^™^  ^'■^''  D-«  ''=«d 
!h     t      ■.  ,        '^"'  '°  ""'^^  ''"y'"g  'hat  she  was  sure 
she  should  know  the  ho.se  when  they  got  to  it 
The  two  miles  to  East  Trumet  were  worse  than 
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the  twelve  which  they  had  come      Tl,.        jr.. 

icy-s  wa^corSy  w^ J"^  "  '''  '"''"■    ^"■ 

out  a  spell,  will  you^  IVc  "rt„  7'"'"'  ^ 
and  -long's  youVe'aboard  lea''  swearW;  t  "' 
standin'  still  for,  you  ?  "  he  hell       Z  ^'  y°" 

the  horse,  who  had  stopptd  to  te'     '■  C'l?"? 

sky  h,gh,  and  he's  wa.t.n'  to  see  where  I  light.    S! 

phlbe'^'AS  fh'  7  r-  r-  '""^•"  p-*^'^ 

near  A         ^  L  f,  blacksmith  shop  over  there 

zrz't  I  ]  ""  "•  -p"'  ■»<! » ''» fowl, 
« itx  T^r'^f  r ""  "■" "™ » ■ 

v.ngtnere.    The  wooden  letter  box  by  the  eate 

?romTr  ''""■':'  "f"""  '^-     ^'-  D-«  'prang 
from  the  buggy  and  looked  at  the  box.  ^ 

Yes,     she  said.     "  7  ..is  is  the  place.     Will  you 
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come  in,  Mr.  Bangs?     You  can  put  your  h.rw  i„ 
tnat  bam,  I'm  sure,  if  you  want  to." 

But  Bailey  declinid  to  come  in.     He  declared  he 
was  gomg  on  to  the  blacksmith's  shop  to  have  that 
wheel  fixed.     He  would  not  feel  safe  to  start  for 
home  w>th  it  a,  it  was.     He  drove  off,  and  Miss 
Uawes,  knowing  from  lifelong  experience  that  front 
doors  are  merely  for  show,  passed  around  the  main 
body  of  the  house  and  rapped  on  the  door  in  the  ell 
I  he  rap  was  not  answered,  though  she  could  hear 
some  one  moving  about  within,  and  a  shrill  voice 
smgmg  "The  Sweet  By  and  By."     So  she  rapped 
agam  and  again,  but  still  no  one  came  to  the  door. 
At  last  she  ventured  to  open  it. 

A  thin  woman,  with  her  head  tied  up  in  a  colored 
cotton  handkerchief,  was  in  the  room,  vigorously 
wieldmg  a  broom.  She  was  singing  in  a  high  cracked 
voice.  The  opening  of  the  door  let  in  a  gust  of  cold 
wmd  which  struck  the  singer  in  the  back  of  the 
neck,  and  caused  her  to  turn  around  hastily. 

''  Hey  ?  "  she  exclaimed.  "  Land  sakes !  yo_  scare 
a  body  to  death!  Shut  that  door  quick!  I  ain't 
hankering  for  influenzy.  Who  are  you?  What  do 
you  want?  Why  didn't  you  knock?  Where's  my 
specs  ?  "  ' 

She  took  a  pair  of  spectacles   from  the  mantel 
sheJ,  rubbed  them  with  her  apron,  and  set  them  on 
the  bridge  of  her  thin  nose.     Then  she  inspected  the 
schoolmistress  from  head  to  foot. 
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I  knocked,  but  you  didn't  hear.     You  are  Mr, 
Beasley,  aren't  you?"  "' 

Pha'si  ''°"^;r''"'. "»"«."  "Plied  Debby.  with  em- 

Don  t  want-"  repeated  the  astonished  teacher 
Don't  want  what  ?  "  i'-«<-ner. 

I'  Hey?    I  say  I  don't  want  none." 

Don't  want  what?" 
"  Whatever  'tis  you're  peddlin'.    Booics  or  soap  or 
tea   or  whatever  'tis.     I  don't  want  nothin'  " 

After  some  strenuous  minutes,  the  visitor  managed 
to  make  >t  clear  to  Mrs.  Beasley's  mind  that  she  was 
not  a  peddler.  She  tried  to  add  a  word  of  fur;!  re  ! 
rianation,  but  it  was  effort  wasted. 

"  'Tain't  no  use,"  sna.  ;,ed  Debby,  "  I  cm  i  hear 

you,  you  speak  so  faint.     Wait  till  I  get  my  hor" 

It's  m  the  settin'  room."  ^  ' 

Ph<Ebe's  wonder  as  to  what  the  "  horn  "  might  be 

iater,  with  the  b.ggest  ear  trumpet  her  caller  had  ever 
seen. 

«nH  P""''  "°T'  "  '^'  '"■'^'  '"^J"'*'"^  fh^  instrument 
and  thru^mg  the  bell-shaped  end  under  the  teacher' 

be    ou    Y'^T'l''-    "yo"  ain't  a  peddler,  what 
De  you — sewm'  machme  agent?  " 

Ph«be  explained  that  she  had  come  some  dis- 
tance on  purpose  to  see  Mrs.  Beasley.     She  was  in- 
terested  .n  the  Thayers,  who  used  to  live  in  Orha.n, 
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the  Thayers   and  1  M    ^'f^J^'^^iY  lived  with 

deal  abo^t  W    WotlTst-T'"'"''''  '  «^"^ 
questions,  and ^o  on?  "'"''  ^"^""'"^  «  ^^w 

h- V    tor  it  "raS  '""  '"''''''''■    '''^  -'^-d 

"'e  ceacner  s  accustomed  eves  A  n-;ii-  f,,  J 
crayon  enlargement  of  the  late  X;  i«'\'-^'T""^ 
'•n  the  center  of  the  broadest  w  ,  ZceZf'  '""^ 
the  ugliest  thincr  ■,„  »t,  P  "'  ^"d  was  not 

furthSlSion    •:  '"'"'""'    "^^'"^  -'■'^  ^his, 

^hose  who Tr rbe^  mr''^"'"'"'''  ^ 

pearance.  *   ^"'^"^ "  P^"°n=»l   ap- 

'  What  vou  so  interestpH  ;„  tu     t-l 
inquired  Debby.     "  OneTf  1  "h         T^^"^  ^°'"^" 
didn't  leave  nothin'  "  ''""'  ''^  y°" "     ^hey 

-^Jiustthesame.    AfLi!!?,^-— 

"A  S"'  '"'■  '"■"''"  '■"•'"'-'^  '^^  '-nquisitor. 

hav?ranred  col   T"  "'^   ^'"  ^'''^^  ^^ould 
-vc  cnanged  color,  but,  according  to  Dehhv'=  .  u 
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'Nr/,"  she  protested.     •• 
ch-k    that's  all-a  h'ttle  girl 
maybr 


'JiiF 


Oil, 


But 


5SCUE 


no!  it',  a— she'; 


's  a 


^-n  'en,,  £„«  settlerf  dow„  ,^  L  t't'"  "  ^'^"^ 
dren  and  grandchildren  .n  J  .  ""'^'  ^"^  ^hil- 
Is  that  it  ?  •■  "  'P''"'^'"  «"'  '■"  the  branches. 

the":;:h""trifle"::d"  i  "t-  ^'^'^"^  ^^-^ched 

thing  of  the  s^rt 'was  wLtT'  ''^'  '''"'  °--  --- 
explanation  seeld  to  be  Lt  7"  '"''^'''  '"■  ^he 
her   visitor's   nTme     and  T"^'     ^ebby  asked 

dressed  her  as  "mLd";  '"^"'^^"^^"ding  it,  ad- 
proceeded  to  give  her^eT'  '^""^'"-  ^^^'^  ^^e 
-d  it  did  nTtake  rT"\°''''^^''^y-' 
teacher  to  discover  that  Tor  an'  '•  '^'■'^PP-"ted 
these  reminiscences  11  ,  P""'"'  P"^P°^«' 
remembered  many  tZ  k  '"'•  ^"-  ^easley 
-ing  JohnTh^iTfet  Tw'  f  ^"  -■ 
name  of  the  ship  he  sailed  in  l"''   "°'"  '''^ 

mates  were.  "^  '"'  "°'"  ^^o  his  ship- 

he*S""rhrsr".i  'r  t  °^  ^--^  ^^- 

-fe,  never  told  1  wtt  "  'f-'''  ^'"'>'  '"'' 
always  burnt  'emlJlt  I  *".'"'  ''"'"■  ^he 
for  'em  when  shT  was'ou    but  s^  '°  '""'  ^"""'^ 

— ^s  none  r^tnr  :-t^t;X 
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"If.  *.  nice.,  .ow 7evry„'".f  ;""■  '*"»"•• 

"  An,4   ft,  ^  '     *"^  continued 

And  the  smartest,  most  up-to-date  place  T.It 
about  the  West  bein'  onciviLedl  My  a„dl  vou 
ought  to  see  that  town  I     Electric  lights    and  tde 

Mrwrat;:^-Lritro"'-""-^^ 

iustou,httoLethe7ot,:r:h?r^^^^^ 

hem  lit  1  ;  ^/  "'"^'  '""^  '°°''  •-  -^h  -e  o 
uch  a  1  LT'  °',"T"-  ^°"  """''^"'^  believe 
gr  Phs  r'  .  ?'  ^  ''":^  ^""''^  ^^l^^  -^h  photy. 
graphs  I  m  go,n  to  get  'em  and  show  'em  to  you 
No,  s.r !  you  am't  got  to  go,  neither.  Set  right  stil 
and  let  me  fetch  them  photygraphs.  'TwS  be  a 
mite  of  trouble.    I'd  love  to  do  it  "        '^""'^^^ 

lJj7TjT  """"■''"^-     '^^^  photographs,  at 
Biazeton     Palace  Hotel,"  and  the  home  of  the  Beas- 

"You  see  that  house?' 
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estm  story  tagged  on  to  it.  I  made  Eva,  that's  mv 
n.ece,  take  a  picture  of  it  just  on  that  ace  unt  The' 
woman  that  hves  there's  had  the  hardest  time  Her 
fust  name's  Desire,  and  that  kind  of  made  mTtake  an 

once,  and  t  s  a  name  you  don't  hear  very  often  Af- 
terwards  I  got  to  know  her  real  well.  She  waf  a 
wdder  woman,  like  me,  only  she  didn't  have  as  much 

Te^  Vwi;  .f '  ^"'  ^^"'  '"'  -rried?™d 
^me.      Twas   long  m  1886  she  done  it.     This  man 

p";r;on\TrrrLr^Tri^^^ 

woman,'  he  says-/V  never  lef'a  husbanTof  m^  e 

S^it:-     thar""'.''  '''''   '''•"  S°'"'  --  to 

for  a  ob~  AnH  h         "  "'^  '"  '^^'^°"^-' '°  '-^      - 
tor  a  job.     And  he  went,  and  she  ain't  heard  hide- 

I  mean  seen  h.de  nor  heard  hair-What  does  ail  me  ^ 

alT    sL  th   rr  ^  P'P""'  ^'"'^  ^  '^°"''  •"">-  what 
all.    She  thmks  he  was  murdered,  you  know;  that's 

Eve"  b?d        "  "  /r  °'  "^'^y  -'^  -'"««n'. 
Everybody  was  awful  kind  to  her,  and  we  got  to 

be  real  good  friends.    Why   I "  ^ 

This  was  but  the  beginni;g.     It  was  evident  that 
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Mrs  Beasley  had  thoroughly  enjoyed  herself  I„ 
Blazeton,  and  that  the  sorrows  of  the  bereaved  De- 
s.re  H,gg,„s  had  been  one  of  the  principal  sources 
of  that  enjoyrnent.  The  schoolmistress  endeavored 
to  turn  the  subject,  but  it  was  useless. 

"I   fetched  home   a  whole   pile  of  them   news- 

estm  full  of  pictures  of  Blazeton  buildin's  and 
leadm  folks  and  all.  And  in  some  of  the  back  num- 
bers was  the  aovertisement  about  Mr.  Higgins.  I  do 
w,sh  I  could  show  'em  to  you,  but  I  lent  'em  to  Mrs 
Atwood  up  to  the  Center.  If  'twan't  such  a  ways  I'd 
go  and  fetch  'em  Mrs.  Atwood's  been  awful  nice 
to  me  She  took  care  of  my  trunks  and  things 
when   I  went  West-yes,   and  afore  that  when  I 

Cap  n  Wh,ttaker.  I  ain't  told  you  about  that,  but 
I  wdl  by  and  by.  Them  trunks  had  lots  of  things 
:"  '"''''''J  '^'''"''  -"^  '°  lose  nor  have  anybody 
Tnd— '-  '^'"'"-^^^  ^'P'  ^  diary  since  ,850-! 

"Diaries?"     interrupted     Phcebe,     grasping    at 

rTW.?;^""^"^^^^^--^^'^---^ 

•'Yes.  Now  why  didn't  I  think  of  that  afore? 
Moren  hkely  there'd  be  somethin'  in  that  to  help 
you  w,th  that  geographical  tree.  I  used  to  put 
down_^eyeryth,ng  that  happened,  and-    Where  you 
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about,'^;L7eplifd'°  ''!  ;( '"\'^"^"  ^as  anywhere 
drive  over  to  Mrs.  Atwood's"anV''''r  *"=  ^""''^ 
y°".    But  I  don't  see  hTm  ' •  ^"  ''"=  '^'^"^  f"-" 

4"ed  a^^t td  r-aV'^-  ^°T  ''^  ^"^  "ouse, 
°ned.  Debby  stepp  d";  th/^'' '^'^'  '°"''"S^^  ''-k' 
itor,  and  the  face  and  fiL  '""'^°''  ■'"''^^  ^er  vis- 
P"'Jed  by  a  string  ^     "'"'  °"'  °^  ^'g'^'  «»  if 

Miss  Phcebe  smiled 

"Ith;nknigo„„,3„j 

^He^n^ust  be  near  here.     I'l,  be°;;gt'bact  ^J 

^''^  corner.    Ther'e  she'^    d tf  Bt"'  "'  ^^"""'^ 
nervous  state.  "^^  ^^"gs  m  a  highly 

"  Why  didn't  von  fpll  . 

you  was  comin-  Jl",r"u"V^^^  Debby  B  ley 
'nentioned  that  dee/cage's  n""'"'''",  "  "  ^""'^ 
-.;o  drive  you,  I  tell  you'that"  '"''  '"  '  "^^^'  «°^ 

a.inednh;t^"T;;j;XYd%r«'-  "I  ■•- 

Bangs.    Now  I  wan    y!u  to  .     "  '  ''"  ^°"'   '^- 

you  drive  over  to  Wt    'l"''  ""  '''°'-     W'" 

-n°teandgetapackagerrL?TT   "'  '^''^"  =« 

^-^We,andIshalfbereaTytol:::;rh;::r     ■ 
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"  Drive  1  Drive  nothin'  I  The  blacksmith's  out, 
and  won't  be  back  for  another  hour.  His  boy's 
there,  but  he's  a  big  enough  lunkhead  to  try  bailin' 
out  a  dory  with  a  fork,  and  that  buggy  axle  is  bent 
so  it's  simply  got  to  be  fixed.  I'd  no  more  go  home 
to  Ketury  with  that  buggy  as  'tis  than  I'd —  Oh! 
my  land  of  love !  " 

The  ejaculation  was  almost  a  groan.  There  at  the 
comer,  ear  trumpet  adjusted,  and  spectacles  glisten- 
ing, stood  Debby  Beasley.  Bailey  appeared  to  wilt 
under  her  gaze  as  if  the  spectacles  were  twin  suns. 
Miss  Dawes  looked  as  if  she  very  much  wanted  to 
laugh.    The  widow  stared  in  silence. 

"How — how  d'ye  do,  Mrs.  Beasley?"  faltered 
Mr.  Bangs,  not  forgetting  to  raise  his  voice.  "  I 
hope  you're  lookin'  as  well  as  you  feel.  I  mean,  I 
hope  you're  smart." 

Mrs.  Beasley  nodded  decisively. 

"  Yes,"  she  answered.  "  I'm  pretty  toler'ble, 
thank  you.  What  was  the  matter,  Mr.  Bangs  ?  Why 
didn't  you  come  in?  Do  you  usually  make  your 
calls  round  the  corner?" 

The  gentleman  addressed  seemed  unable  to  reply. 
The  schoolmistress  came  to  the  rescue. 

"  You  mustn't  blame  Mr.  Bangs,  Mrs.  Beasley," 
she  explained.  "  He  wasn't  responsible  for  what  hap- 
pened at  Captain  Whittaker's.  He  is  the  gentle- 
man who  drove  me  over  here.  I  was  going  to  send 
him  to  Mrs.  Atwood's  for  the  diary." 
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feel  d'fferen/  tl  ''"  m'^  V'"^''  """«  ^  -igh 
from  Mr  Ba„,f  :r";.  ""  f "  '  ^°'  *'"'  ''°™ 
It  helps  my  he".  ;•  air  T  '°  '"  "r""  ''^  P«'- 
while  they  lasted  but Ih  ^'"-'^"'"'^  ^^^  8°°^ 

shan't  bofherM;.  B  „t'  'u  ^  °'  '''^^  •'"'^^-    ^ 
conscience,  Vm  satisfied"  ""  '''""'=  ''''  °"" 

an'h:!:ir~;x^:t"f^^-^^'^- 

huggy.  ^'"^•'^to'd  of  the  damaged 

"Humph!"  grunted  the  widow      "  Th.  h 
d'dn't  get  bent,  too,  did  he  ?  "  '"'"" 

^^Mn  Bangs  indignantly  declared  that  the  horse  waa 

him  in.    ni  be  r«dv  tim  t  T'   °"''  '"'^  ''""«* 
"  You  ?  "\;       rl    ^  *'"'  harnessin's  done." 
xou.--     gasped  the  teacher     "  Vr...  j     ..        . 

ridin'.  You  couM  o^  .  ..'  ^''^^'^  '^^  ^"i°y 
sulky  seat's  oonL"^^^f-/--.  ""^  ^"^ 
settin'  room  till  we  getwl  ?Tw  """-  '"  '"  '" 
Don't  say  another  wtd ;  ^  ^;  ''''  "^  '°"«' 
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A  REMARKABLE  DRIVE  AND  WHAT   FOT  LOWED 

THE  number  of  reasons  given  by  Mr.  Bangs 
one  after  the  other,  to  prove  that  it  would 
be  quite  impossible  for  him  to  be  Mrs. 
Beasley's  charioteer  was  a  credit  to  the  resources  of 
his  invention.  The  blacksmith  might  be  back  any 
minute;  it  was  dinner  time,  and  he  was  hungry; 
Henry,  the  horse,  was  tired;  it  wasn't  a  nice  day  for 
riding,  and  he  would  come  over  some  other  time  and 
take  the  widow  out;  he —  But  Debby  had  a  conclu- 
sive answer  for  each  protest. 

"  You  said  yourself  the  blacksmith  wouldn't  be 
back  for  an  hour,"  she  observed.  "And  you  can 
leave  word  with  the  boy  what  he's  to  do  when  he 
does  come.  As  for  dinner,  I'll  be  real  glad  to  give 
you  and  Miss  Dorcas  a  snack  soon's  we  get  back.  I 
don't  mind  if  it  ain't  a  pleasant  day;  a  little  fresh 
air  '11  do  me  good.  I  been  shut  up  here  houseclean- 
in'  ever  since  I  got  back  from  out  West.  Now,  hurry 
right  along,  and  fetch  your  horse.  I'll  unlock  the 
barn." 

"  But,  Mrs.  Beasley,"  put  in  the  schoolmistress, 
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could  return'T  to ;  t^';!;"  X  ^''  'Z''     ' 

can  dolly     Mvi's  1  '"  '"■"'"•■•"  -''=''  y- 

off  and  put  o'ff    1' '  h   r  ^  ""»-'  ^""  ''"'  '°  P"* 
was  at  him  fn  h  ''  "^'''  ^^^  "^  ^'^  "fe  I 

didn't  commence  to  turn  „een     nI    -  t        m'^  " 
would  make  him  heave  itTay  e^e„  In  "s  '  ''", 
to  think  more  of  it  than  ever     SaTdT         ^T 
hanjto  it  a  spel,  and  see  what  Wd  ^^t    B^: 

tast  m;'-r;  '^''i""  ■"  ^"^^  --«=  -rid 

niii^Tsrto^Vit'r' '  ^-"^"'^  ^"'"^  °' 

diary  while  they^.^Ti  ty  min^d  Tnd  T'd'''^ 
do  you  s'DOse  IM  I.f  c      l    7  "'^  besides, 

tH4hm7t:uLt;^^;tsr,.^^°"™- 

Beasley  ,    ,  ,„eo  the  house  to  dress  for  the  ride 

hnn"?  '  '  n  ir''"'  '''  ^^'""'^'^-  '"ding  Henry  by  the 

bndle.    Debby,  adorned  with  the  befl'owere7bo„net 
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she  had  worn  when  she  arrived  at  the  Cy  Whittaker 
place,  and  with  a  black  cloth  cape  over  her  lean 
shoulders,  was  waiting  for  him  by  the  open  door  of 
the  barn.     The  cape  had  a  fur  collar—"  cat  fur," 
80  jVIr.  Bangs  said  afte-wards  in  describing  it. 
"  Pull  the  sulky  right  out,"  commanded  the  widow. 
Bailey  stared  into  the  black  interior  of  the  barn 
"Which  is  it?"  he  shouted. 
Mrs.  Bcasley  pointed  with  her  ear  tru.  ipet. 
"Why,  that  one  there,  of  course.     'Tother's  a 
truck  cart.    You  wouldn't  expect  me  to  ride  in  that, 
would  you  ?  " 

Mr.  Bangs  entered  the  bam,  seized  the  vehicle  in- 
dicated  by  the  shafts,  and  drew  it  out  into  the  yard. 
He  inspected  it  deliberately,  and  then  sat  weakly 
down  on  the  chopping  block  near  by.  Apparently  he 
was  overcome  by  emotion. 

The  "  sulky  "  bequeathed  by  the  late  doctor  had 
been  built  to  order  for  its  former  owner.  It  was  of 
the  "  carryall  "  variety,  except  that  it  had  but  a 
single  narrow  seat.  Its  top  was  square  and  was  cur- 
tained, the  curtains  being  tightly  buttoned  down. 
Altogether  it  was  something  of  a  curiosity.  Miss 
Dawes,  who  had  come  out  to  see  the  start,  looked 
at  the  "  sulky,"  then  at  Mr.  Bangs's  face,  and  turned 
her  back.     Her  shoulders  shook: 

^"  It  used  to  be  a  real  nice  carriage  when  Ezra  had 
it,"  commented  the  widow  admiringly.     "  It  needs 
ilin'  and  sprucin'  up  now,  but  I  guess  'twill  do. 
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get  started.     Thought  v„  "."'  °'  '''='"  "«^" 

dinner?  "  *  '  ^°"  '"''"'^'^  '"  ««  back  for 

Mr^Bangs  stood  up  and  heaved  a  sigh, 
i  I'd,    he  answered  slowlv  "  h„t  "      .l 

"  *=  •■%,  ■■.„„„h,v  i  ,'";„;'*•«"«" 

All  aboard!"  ^  ""^ '  ^^e  ark's  off  the  ways. 

Jrttrdtc^r^^^^^^^^  '^^  ""-ed- 

he  climbed  in  h"^  e]'f  'tI       ""T'  '"''■    '^^^'^ 
tiKht  fit      R    I  '^^  °"  'hat  seat  made  a 

name-Dorcas'     Come  h     ^°"'  ■^^"'*  Whafs-your- 
tellyousomethinV^"^     ^"^™~     ^  --'  *« 

The  schoolmistress,   her  fare  r.^       j   l 
-noist,   approached.  '   "^   ""^  ''"  ^^^ 

I  a'inVrt,'''"'"^  V''"  "P'''-"^^  Debby,  "that 
1  am  t  real  sure  as  that  diary's  there.    I 
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lot  of  my  old  letters  and  thing,  a  spell  ago,  and  seems 
to  me  I  burnt  some  old  diaries,  too,  but  maybe  that 
wan  t  one  of  'em.  Anyhow,  I  can  get  them  Arizona 
papers,  and  I  do  want  you  to  see  'em.  They're  the 
most  wteresiin'  things.  Now,"  she  added,  turning 
to  her  companion  on  the  seat,  "  you  can  git  dap  just 
as  soon  as  you  want  to." 

Whether  or  not  Mr.  Bangs  wanted  to  "  git  dap  " 
IS  a  doubtful  question.  But  at  all  events  he  did.  Be- 
fore the  astonished  Miss  Dawes  could  think  of  an 
answer  to  the  observation  concerning  the  diary  the 
carnage,  its  long  unused  axles  shrieking  protests 
moved  out  of  the  yard.  The  schoolmistress  watched 
It  go.  Then  she  returned  to  the  sitting  room  and 
collapsed  in  a  rocking  chair. 

Once  out  from  the  shelter  of  the  house  and  on  the 
open  road,  the  sulky  received  the  full  force  of  the 
wmd  The  first  gust  that  howled  in  from  the  bay 
struck  Its  curtained  side  with  a  sudden  burst  of  power 
that  caused  Mrs.  Beasley  to  clutch  her  driver's  arm. 
Good  land  of  mercy ! '  she  screamed.  "  It  blows 
real  hard,  don't  it?" 

Mr.  Bangs's  answer  was  in  the  form  of  delicate 
sarcasm,   bellowed   into   the  ear  trumpet 

"Sho!"  he  exclaimed.  "I  want  to  know  I 
You  don  t  say  I  Now  you  mention  it,  seems  as  if 
1  had  noticed  a  little  air  stirrin'." 

Another  gust   tilted   the   carriage   top.      Debby 
clutched  the  arm  still  tighter. 
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mtend  to  give  lin  the  rJ,  V  ,  '  '^"^°^'  '^''^"'t 

come  an  tTe  waf ;:: r'-  'i  '  «"-  '^  ^o"  ^olks 
the  Center.  But  hZT"''  ^  ''"  '''"''  ''  "  ^-'^ 
i'.-nd  of  ./raid  o/tSrspn^gf' "  ""'  ^""''  '°^'    ^'^ 

'Springs?    Whatsprinffs?    I  et  „ 
you?    It's  goin' to  sleep  "  ^«  «"  "^y  «rm.  will 

'"^/met'te  '"  ^°  °'  *■=  "-"  — taril,. 
plained  "La't  17;  T  *!"'^  ^"-«^-"  ^^^  «- 
Davis, 'twasZh  She  S  "  ^°  ''"y''°^y-S'>'on 
".•«h  rusted  ou.a^d'at'ttrtS::?  r ''^"^ 
part  on  was  its  own  wei<rht  ^  m,  u^'  "^"^^ 
kind  of  careful."  ^         ^  ""^ "  ''''^'^  '»  be 

"  Well       T 

"veji— i_swan— to— «a„!"  ^^    lyj     „        , 

s  an^p";:!:  of  --^^'-^  ^■•^cCf  hot"vt; 
-itrSsiirrsp:.tct"^^^^^^ 

mg  the  ren,ainder  of  the  trip  to  the  "  Cenl"  T^^^^^ 
when  h,s  passenger  h^.ged'to  knL  ff  "   hat  wt' 

^S^:^2^^"a;rrt^^^^'^^^-^^ 

gloon^y  silencr    •       "'  '"'^'''^  '"^°  ''■''  f— 
The  widow's  stop  at  the  Atwood  house,  which  was 
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in  the  immediate  rear  of  the  Atwood  store,  was  of  a 
half  hours  duration.  Bailey  refused  to  leave  the 
seat  of  the  sulky  and  sat  there,  speaking  to  no 
one;  not  even  replying  to  the  questions  of  a  group 
of  loungers  who  gathered  to  inspect  the  ancient 
vehicle  and  professed  to  be  in  doubt  as  to  whether 
It  had  been  washed  in  with  the  tide  or  been  "  left  " 
to  him  in  a  will. 

At  last  Debby  made  her  appearance,  her  arms 
filled  with  newspapers.  The  latter  she  piled  under 
the  carnage  seat,  and  then  climbed  to  her  former 
place  bes.de  the  driver.  Henry,  in  response  to  a  slap 
trom  the  reins,  got  under  way  once  more.  The 
axles  squeaked  and  screamed. 

-'Gee!"  cried  one  youngster,  from  the  steps  of 
the  store  "  It's  the  steam  calliope.  When's  the  rest 
of  the  show  comin'  ?  " 

"Hi I"  yelled  another.  "See  how  close  they're 
hugged  up  together.    Ain't  they  lovin'  I    It's  a  wed- 

"  Shut  up  I  "  roared  the  tortured  Bailey,  whose  hat 
had  blown  back  into  the  body  of  the  sulky,  leaving 
his  bald  head  exposed  to  the  cutting  wind. 

The  audience  begged  him  to  give  them  a  lock  of 
his  hair,  and  added  other  remarks  of  a  personal 
nature  concerning  the  youth  and  beauty  of  the  bridal 
couple  and  their  chariot.  Mr.  Bangs  was  in  a  state  of 
dumb  frenzy.  Debby,  who,  without  her  trumpet,  had 
heard  nothing  of  all  this,  was  smiling  and  garrulous. 
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,^7...k„....c.-"A--,*':,-\^S 

rc^rhed  under  the  seat  ,„Tk  u  '"""P"'  s^e 
Biazeton  .eeklL,  With  he/Z  °"'  t  '^^  <=  "^ 
keep  it  from  blowing  awav,h  "''?  '^'  ^''^  ^« 

swee"'''    """  ''°"  ^P'^^''  '"  ">«?  "  asked  the  widow 
tuZli''"""'     ^°'   ^  -"chedl     What  in 

house  nuin"  1:"'  t;'^  °^  ^"^  -^-'^ 

right  acrost  the  Ld  fro  T  ^"''''"''''  "'^^^'  '-->" 
I've  set  on  theTr  Z,f  .'"•  .^^"^'^^  '^'  *'•"« 
go  to  the  ary  Ha,"  •  "'"  '"'"  '^"'"^  °"^  ^nd 

"  Keep  it  out  of  mv  face    T  *.ii         ■    t. 
Furl  it,  you-you  won^an       I        u  ''""!   ^''^  '"^ 
piazza  had  caved  170?   '/  T'f  ^°  ''^""'^-  *''«> 

oidfoo,i„.yborndayr7l-;r;;"'=^"^''^" 
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stil"  a'othir  """'"'  '''  ''''"'  ""'  -'^  -  -"■ 

itkS;""     '  ^"'  '"'"  '"  '*"=  P'P"-    A-'*  he  nice- 
Bailey's  comments  on  the  prominent  business  man's 
appearance  were  anything  but  flattering.    Debby  co„ 

^-was„o.aJst^^alarH::-r/e5 

hadi::t\t:;^;Xf'"^'''*^"^^'"'''"^'>°p 

"n/ht;^  ''l''  ^''.  '?°'"  '^"'^^^'^  ''"^  P^^nger. 
Des  re  hL^-'  ^'  TT'  ''"^''^"'^  advertisement  of  . 
Ue  .re  H.ggms's     Let's  see  now!    'Twill  be  down 
at  the  bottom  of  the  pile,  'cause  the  paper  it'sT 
IS  a  last  year  one."  ^ 

She  bobbed  down  behind  the  high  dashboard.  Mr 

mterfere,  to  a  lesser  degree,  with  his  driving.    The 
equipage  began  to  move  up  the  slope  of  the  hiS 
bouncing  and  twisting  in  the  frozen  ruts.  ' 

it's  if  thi,  "''  'k  "t™^'*  ^'^^y-  "  I  remember 
Palace  Hotel  K  ^^  '^"'''^  '^  P'«-^  "'  ^e 
los  •  nf  K  T-  ^  ^™"'  P'^-^-  Let's  see-'  Dog 
lost  -no,  that  am't  .t.  '  Corner  let  for  sale  '-wish 
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her  adtanm  at  fadin.  th,  .j      .■  "'°"''  "• 

I"  an  inJ«Z    Fr  1  ™  ^•'^''J'"'P"■'•"■ 
»(  .he  i,w.  y:*^,,*!"*  """■"«  «"'- 

.W  ea™  and  ^..  lde„ly"uSSed  i'°.  ,'"  '" 

^»^e.:rL-='L£""^^^^^^^^ 
":p»r.";h:s".r,i::!?«-'" 

.e.,J1|S;'..'"^C-S'„d°Sr---- 

But  Henry  refused  to  stand    till      Th»  fl       • 
paper  still  clung  to  his  agitated  had      H.    '""5 
and  pranced    Jertl^^  .u        ,.  "^  reared 

.hee^  ..'a'.eCVllt'tr''  '°"*''  "' 
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pi^fL;:^^ ------ 

and  wh.rled  about     The  sulky  rose  o'n  two  JS   s 

upper  half  o? "he tt    bor"'  ''"'  ''^  "''°'*' 
Debbv     ^;if„^  sulky— body,  seat,  curtains,  and 

tmn,H  V  u    7      '  "*''""8  'f  underneath  as  it  slid 
t.pped  .t  backward.     Then  Henrj'  ran  away  ' 

of  ^i'hilJTd '"''  '';r '"  ^"^ ''°"-  «^  'he  ^oot 

"I  cne  nui,  had  amused  herself  fr^-  „  »•  •  ■     . 

B«*y  lib,.,,,  rtich  p.si  L  ."Xir"  f 

jmns ,00™     But " Th^ B„k 'S^ " Lj" ,  '/ 

who  ff„r.s:"srrH'rir\"'r 

R«ci    >  "\^"e  ™°m,  inspecting  the  late  Mr 
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just  in  tLc  to  1  H.      '    "^  ''^'^"^  "»«  f^nt  gate 

^he  four  wh?era„";",X'o;^^^^^^ 
sprawled  across  the  rear  ax"e  Lh   ."M    f^^'   '"'''''' 
"'"s.  hung  a  familiar   how  •"       I  '''"^'"«  *°  ^'''^ 
profane  individual  b,  ;htTa ^'orBanT  '^"'^'"^ 

";«•  Before  ;he  rt  e?the"t:r'r  ""  "^  '"* 
of  -uffled  screa„,s,  which  sounded  as  tuT  '""•= 
was  shut  up  in  a  trunk.  screamer 

oJf^T''''"  '"""ned  Mrs.   Beaslev     "n      l. 
•"d  eh,  b.d,  ci'tr^'*"  ■"'  ''"*''°""' 
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down  ^behind  the  overturned  seat  and  it,  displaced 

hurt?'^"-  ^'"''''  "  '"""^'^  P'"^''*-    "Are  you 

^'•'•'y.  of  course,  did  not  hear  tlie  question  She 
continued  to  groan  and  scream  for  help.  HeHung 
were  not  .njured,  at  all  events.  The  schooTm  stress 
droppmg  on  her  knees,  reached  into  the  sulkyTp  aTd 
tagged  at  the  seat.  It  was  rather  tightly'wXd 
bu^she  managed  to  loosen  it  and  pullft  toward  her! 
The  widow  raised  herself  on  an  elbow  and  looked 

Who  IS  It?  "  she  demandcH     "  nu   •   .l 

M»  D«„.„  Oh,  „,  rr^dV6;  *"  s 

Oh,  my  goodness  me  I"  '-'".  my  stars  1 

''  Are  you  hurt?  "  shrieked  Phoebe. 
Hey  ?    I  don't  know  I    I  don't  know  what  I  be  I 
I  don  t  know  nothin'  I  "  ' 

;;  Can  you  help  yourself  ?    Can  you  get  up?  " 
Hey?    I  don't  know.    Maybe  I  can  if  vou  haul 
that  everlastin'  seat  out  of  thelay.    OhlTy^sS 

Her  rescuer  pulled  the  seat  forward,  and,  with  an 

of  here  quick  I  quick !  "  ™^  °"^ 

She  scrambled  out  of  her  prison  on  hands  and 
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knees,  and  jumped  to  her  feet  with  reassuring  alac- 
rity. Her  fur<ollared  cape  was  draped  in  a  roll 
about  her  neck,  and  her  bonnet  hung  jauntily  over  her 
left  eye. 

"I'm  a  sight,  ain't  I?"  she  asked.  "Haul  this 
bunnet  straight,  quick's  ever  you  can.  Hurt?  No, 
no  I  1  ain't  hurt  none  but  my  feelin's.  Hurry  up\ 
S  pose  I  want  them  men  folks  to  see  me  with  every- 
thmg  all  hind  side  to?" 

Miss  Dawes,  relieved  to  find  that  the  accident  had 
had  no  serious  consequences,  and  trying  her  hardest 
not  to  laugh,  assisted  the  widow  to  rearrange  her 
wearmg  apparel.  The  blacksmith  and  his  helper 
came  runnmg  up  the  hill. 

"  Hello,  Debbyl  "  hailed  the  former.  "  What's 
the  matter  ?    Hurt,  be  you  ?  " 

Mrs.  Beasley,  whether  she  heard  or  not,  did  not 
deign  to  reply. 

..  1^'  ^f*  ""^  ''°'""  °"'  °^  '''^*  carriage,"  she  ordered. 
Don  t  stand  there  gapin'.    Get  it." 

The  ear  trumpet  was  resurrected  from  the  in- 
tenor  of  the  vehicle.  The  widow  adjusted  it  with 
dignity. 

"Had  a  spill,  didn't  you,  Debby?"  inquired  the 
blacksmith.    "  Upset,  didn't  you  ?  " 

Debby  glared  at  him. 

"No,"  she  replied  with  sarcasm.  "Course  I 
didn't  upset!  Just  thought  I'd  roll  round  in  the 
road  for  the  fun  of  it.  Smart  question,  that  is  I 
305 


CY   WHITTAKER'S   PLACE 

Where's  that  Bailey  Bangs  gone  to  with  the  rest  of 
my  carriage  ?  " 

The  blacksmith  pointed  to  his  shop  in  the  hollow 
Before  .t  stood  Mr.  Bangs,  holding  Henry  by  the 
bridle,  and  staring  in  their  direction. 
.    ''"^''    ""    "8ht,"    volunteered    the    "helper." 

rhe  horse  stopped  runnin'  soon's  he  got  to  the  foot 
ot  the  next  hill." 

the^ews^"''*''  '^'"'  "°^'  "PP''""'''''  overjoyed  at 
"Humph  I  "she  grunted.  "I  Wst  wish  he'd 
broke  h.s  neck  I  Pesky,  careless  thing!  gettin'  us 
run  away  with  and  upset.  Who's  goin'  to  pay  for 
hxin   my  sulky,  I  want  to  know?  " 

"Mr.  Bangs  will  pay  for  it,  I'm  sure,"  said 
Ph«be  soothingly.  "  If  he  doesn't,  I  will.  Oh 
Mrs.  Beasley  1  did  you  find  the  diary?  " 

"Diary?    No,  no!     I  told  you  I  was  afraid  I'd 
burnt  It  up.    Well,  I  had,  and  a  whole  lot  more  of 
them  old  ones.     But  I  did  get  all  them  Arizona 
papers,  and  took  the  trouble  to  tote  'em  all  the  way 
here  SOS  you  could  look  at  'em.     And  now  "-she 
shook  with  indignation  and  waved  her  hand  toward  a 
section  of  horizon  whe      little  white  dots  indicated 
the  whereabouts  of  the  Couriers-"  now  look  where 
they  be!     Blowed  from  Dan  to  Beersheby!     Come 
on  to  the  house  and  let  me  set  down.    I  been  standin' 
on  my  head  till  I'm  tired.     Here,  Jabez,"  to  the 
blacksmith,  "you  te„d  to  that  carriage,  will  you?" 
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She  stalked  off  down  the  hill.  The  schoolmistress 
turning  to  follow  her,  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  "  help- 
er  "  doubled  up  with  silent  laughter,  and  the  black- 
smith  griming  broadly  as  he  stooped  toward  the 
capsized  sulky. 

Phoebe  was  downcast  and  disappointed.  She  was 
convinced,  in  her  own  mind,  that  the  Honorable 
Atkins  had  some  hidden  motive  for  his  espousal  of 
the  Thomas  cause.  Asaph's  fruitless  quest  in  Orham 
had  not  shaken  her  faith.  Captain  Cy  had  refused 
to  seek  Debby  Beasley  for  information  concerning 
the  Thayers,  and  so  she,  on  her  own  responsibility, 
had  done  so.  And  this  was  the  ridiculous  ending  of 
her  journey.  The  diary  had  been  a  forlorn  hope; 
now  that  was  burned.  Poor  Bos'n  1  and  poor— some 
one  else  I 

Debby  marching  down  the  hill,  continued  to  sput- 
ter about  the  lost  weeklies. 

"  It's  an  everlastin'  shame !  "  she  declared.  "  I'd 
just  found  the  one  with  that  advertisen.ent  in  it  and 
was  readin'  it.  I  remember  the  part  I  read,  plain  as 
could  be.  While  we're  eatin'  dinner  I'll  tell  you 
about  it." 

But  Miss  Dawes  did  not  care  for  dinner.  Like 
Mr.  Tidditt  and  the  captain,  she  had  had  about  all 
the  Debby  Beasley  she  wanted. 
^^  "  Yes,  yes,  you  will  stop,  too,"  affirmed  the  widow. 
"  I  want  to  tell  you  more  about  Blazeton.  I  can 
see  that  advertisement  this  minute,  right  afore  my 
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*''"7J"^°'™"'°"  ^'"'^^'^  °f  ""y  husband,  Ed- 
ward  H,gg.ns.  Five  foot  eight  inche,  tall.  ,andy 
complected   brown  hair,  and  yellowish  mustache;  not 

foot'-— •'^"  "  ^'""'""  '"*'*'  ""'P  "*'*  *•'»  ''=^' 

short^'""^"    "'"'^    ''"    schoolmistress,    stopping 

"  Hey?  'Has  a  peculiar  limp  with  his  left  foot.' 
I  remember  how  Desire  used  to  talk  about  that  limp, 
bhe  sa.d   twas  almost  as  if  he  stuttered  with  hi.  leg 

ur^T,  1[       *"  ''*  ^"^  "P  '"  Montana,  and "  ' 

her  f°ce       "'"^  ^'''  ^'^^''     '^'"  ~'°'  '""^  ''=^' 

„„  ".J"'  u"  r  *"■  ""'^ '°  ^'  '^  ■"'""  °^  somethin' 
up  there.  He  d  never  say  much  about  his  younger 
days,  but  one  time  he  did  tell  that.  I'd  just  got  as 
far  as  that  l.mp  when  the  sulky  upset.  Talk  about 
bem  surprised  I  I  never  was  so  surprised  in  my  life 
as  when  that  horse  critter  rared  up  and " 

Phoebe  interrupted.  Her  color  had  come  back, 
and  her  eyes  were  shining. 

"Mrs.  Beasley,"  she  cried,  "I  think  I  shall 
change  my  mmd.  I  believe  I  will  stay  to  dinner 
aner  all.    1  m  ever  so  much  interested  in  Arizona." 

Bailey  and  the  teacher  began  their  long  drive  home 
about  four  o'clock.    The  buggy  axle  had  been  fixed, 
and  the  wmd  was  less  violent.    Mr.  Bangs  was  glum 
and  moody.     He  seemed  to  be  thinking. 
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'■  Say,  teacher,"  he  said  at  length,  "  I'd  like  to  a.lc 
a  W  of  you.     U  it  ain't  nefe^ary.  I  w  ryou 

o    he  folks  to  home.     It  does  sound  so  dum  fool- 
i»JiI     1 II  never  hear  the  last  of  it  " 

Miss  Dawes,  who  had  been  in  high  spirit,,  now 
took  a  moment  for  reflection. 

"All  right  I  "  she  said,  nodding  vigorously    "  We 
-von  t  mention  it,  then.    We  won't  tell  a  soul.     You 

th'at  wni  t".    "'[''  '"'  ""'  ^*"°"'^»'   '(  y-  --t  to; 
that  will  be  true,  because  I  did.    And  we'll  have  Mrs 

Beasley  for  our  secret-your,  and  mine-until  we 

She  was  pretty,  he  decided.    Then  he  thought  of  h^ 

regrets,  he  hasn't  mentioned  them,  not  even  to  his 
fellow-member  of  the  Board  of  Strategy. 
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CHAPTER   XVII 

THE   CAPTAIN  REMEMBERS   HIS  AGE 

DECEMBER  was   nearly  over.      Christmas 
had  come.     Bos'n  had  hung  „p  her  stock- 
mg  by  the  base-burner  stove,  and  found  it 
warty  and  dropsical  the  next  morning  with     le 

Dawefandr  '^  ""'  '"""'"'^^  ^°  '^^^  ^*- 

IJawes  and  Georg.anna.    As  for  Captain  Cy  he  spent 

n.a.y  evenmg  hours,  after  the  rest 'of  his  Lusl  d 

and  tl^    /°T^  °'"  "*'''°^"  °^  '°y'  ««d  books, 
and  the  orders  he  sent  to  the  big  shops  in  Boston  were 

iengthy  and  costly.     The  little  girl's  eyes  opr„ed 

wide  when  she  saw  the  stocking  and  the  treasure 

heaped  on  the  floor.    She  sat  in  hfr  "  nigh;  "  aS 

arms     C  1  T'    u\''  ^"  ''"^^^'^  ^'"^  '"  »>« 
arms     Captam  Cy,  who  had  arisen  at  half  past  five 

n  order  to  be  with  her  on  the  great  occasion,  wl 
at  least  as  happy  as  she. 

"Like 'em  do  you?  "he  asked,  smiling. 
L,ke   emi    O  Uncle  Cyl     What  makes  every- 
body  so  good  to  me?  "  ™ 
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■on- 


"I   don't  know.     Strange   thing    ain't 
r  what  a  hard  little  tLet  you  ar"' 
J  A  '''''^"^-    ^^'  -derstood  her  "  Uncle  Cv  " 
and. .dn'tn,.nd  being  called  a- hard  tickt'^'iy 

nicl''^r!;;;;?;f  ?;;r  .rt^  --^'.'-^  -" « 

■I  ne  answer  was  a  Que  '■'■nn  ,^j  i 

"  WM..  did  „„  Z,J?""tdr  """"""■ 

der  were  hnf  f.™    u  .    l  ".  ""'^'v^s.     ihe  rema.i- 

"  Well?  ••  inquired  the  amused  captain      "  M,A, 
"V°" J"""!  y«?    Which  do  you  Cbest?^ 
The  child  nodded.  "^ 

"  Why,  these,  of  course '"  sh^  ^-^i      j      ■  . 

weii.'°Il,ri;ht'tfiS'"''"°^'^''"'"•''^'^- 
the  second?  "  "'  """  '^  '"'"'=•    ^ho  takes 

teacher's  X:  "*  '"'^  '''"'^"^  *« 

3" 
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"  These,"  she  said.     "  I  l,t,  fi,. 
Captaincy  was  surprised  '"'""'"«'•" 

4ts'?/hT'rT.''*-     "  Y""  don't  say  1" 
J^es.    I  think  I  hke  teacher  next  to  vou      Tit 
Georpanna  and  Mr.  Tidditt  and  Mr    Bana     ^ 
course    but  I  like  her  a  httle  b^ter      Don'f 
Uncle  Cyrus?"  "on  t  you, 

While  the  exhibltinn  •  "^  '''°'^"  'o  them, 

called.    LTt'XZZl;^nT'r  ^'^  °'^" 
in  the  depot  waSn  b«i  u'  ^"'"'"^  '^'°^'  "P 

addressed":,  "£  S-k'  T"'  ^'^'^^'^ 
"Humph,"  exi^ed'Crc;  ^^^""-1  , 

ptsp^e^^'^xt:?=;rsr^ 
trortitx^Tthiir^,^/----^^^^^^ 

tained  a  beautiful  dolT  ful  '.  ''""'""•  ^'  '=°"- 
and  pinned  to  tt  dr L  w  a'c  17"?^  'T?' 
En^ie,  from  her  lonesome  ^apa'"   "^^  '"'  ''"'^ 

ihe  Board  of  Strategy  looked  3t  th.  a  ii  • 
der  and  astonishment,  ^aptat  Cv    ^    f  '"  ^""■ 
the  window.  ^         ^^  ""■"'^'^  away  to 

"  Well  I "  exclaimed  Mr.  Bangs.    "  I  didn't  believe 
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he  had  that  much  heart  inside  of  him.     I  bet  you 
that  cost  four  or  five  dollars;  ain't  that  so,  Cy  ?  " 
1  he  captam  did  not  answer. 
"Don't  you  think  so,  teacher?"  repeated  Bailev 

thilJilS'l^^^^'^^^'^'^^-    "I-P-dsome- 
Captain  Cy  wherjed  from  the  window. 
^  You  didl"  he  asked. 

"Yes  Miss  Phinney  szld  the  other  day  she  had 
heard  that  that  man  was  going  to  give  hisVaughter 
a  beaufful  present.  She  was  very  enthusiastic  abo« 
h.s  generosity  and  self-sacrifice.  I  asked  who  told 
her  and  she  said  Mr.  Simpson  " 

at'he?'    ^"^^    I*  that  sol"    The  captain  looked 

son"  hi!?'  ?"**  ^  *'"1^  *''"'  "  "°  «^°"''t  that  Simp, 
son  had  orders  to  make  the  'generosity'  known  to 
as  many  townspeople  as  possible  ' 

"Not  exactly.  I  doubt  if  he  ever  thought  of  such 
a  thing  himself.  But  some  one  thought  for  him- 
ana  ,ome  one  must  have  supplied  the  money." 

_  Well,  they  say  he's  to  work  up  in  Bostoi.." 

r  TJ/.    ^"^  "°  """^  ""  tell  where  he  works 

Captam  Whittaker,  this  is  Mr.  Atkins's  doing-you 
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w   i' 

■I! 


out  anything  from-—!'"  "  '^"y  ^"^  V^^  ^nd 

Ph«be  interrupted  quickly. 
Mr.  Bangs,"  she  said,  "  at  mh,^  »•       j 
tribute  Christmas  present    J[      V'""'  '^°  ^^  *»- 
I  suppose  you  musfCm'     cl    T''"'  '"''''' 
keep.    You  keep  a  secret Iw  J,  "'"'''""  ^"'•'^'  *° 
M-.  Bangs  turned  red.    Thehmf.^ 

f«j-'.  gift,  ™  „™wnf ;:™gkT  *'  ""■"■• "" 
*»™»;;Jra:ii:™T^r°vi"j.«^ 

•"ent  as  guardian  w,!  .    .     ^"P*"'" '  ='PP°int- 

professedly  anx.ous  to  provide  for  the 
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child's  support,  nothing  else  was  to  be  expected,  so 
Mr  Peabody  sa.d.  The  latter  entered  an  appeal 
wh.ch  would  delay  matters  for  a  tin,e,  two  orTe 

zt  ^r^'^'"' '-'''-  ^^  -^  -  -- 

But  the  court's  action,  expected  though  it  was 
made  the  captain  very  blue  and  downcast.  ^  Hco„,ci 
jee  na  hope.    He  felt  certain  that  he  should  lose  the 

IL?^  t  u^'"^  •"'  '''^y^'-  ^°«emplated.  And 
what  would  become  of  her  then  ?  What  sort  of  train- 
mg  would  she  be  likely  to  have?    Who  would  her 

as  hers?    And  what  would  he  do,  alone  in  the  old 

bea^H'V  .  ^'  ^r  '°'  ^°'"'-  "«  ^-Jd  not 
bear  to  thmk  of  .t,  and  yet  he  thought  of  little  else. 

tJ  '^"'"8"'.^^'^^  Bos'n  had  gone  to  bed,  were 
Ae  worst.     Durmg  the  day  he  tried  his  best  to  be 

hZVTu  Tru'"""-  ^""^  '^°"  ''--  --  fin- 
shed    and  he  had  begun  to  fashion  a  fuU-rigged 

hp  .n  ™n,ature.    In  reality  Emily,  being  a  no^al 

little  g.r     was  not  greatly  interested  in  ships,  but, 

because  Uncle  Cy  was  making  it,  she  pretended  to 

be  vastly  concerned  about  this  one.     On  Saturdays 

and  aft     ,,hool  hours  she  sat  on  a  box  in  the  wood 

nd  '  ".  r.  ?'  ""'"'"  ^"'^  P"'  "P  -  «'"^"  stove, 
and  watched  h.m  work.    The  taboo  which  so  manJ 

of  our  nghteous  and  A:kins-worshipi„g  townspe.^ 
pie  had  put  upon  the  Whittaker  place  an  '  " 
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did  not  prevent  their  foLT?     l       ^'"*'  ''wever, 

crowd  then.    ,„A  I  ,  ^"'"  '  "•■«  for  the 

. .     "  ""^>  and  knew  they  were  all  "  ^„^    .. 

m  particular     The  Jin;  i     •  '^  ""'"8  '"O"'" 

tew  weeks    acquaintance  we  Bayporters  al- 
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most  invariably  address  people  by  their  "  fron. '• 

names.      Sometimes   she   came   tn\h     u 

Ernilv     ru^   .L     L  ^   '°   ™*  house  with 

Phoebe  was  in  good  soirlfs     <;i,. 
Captain  Cy  was'despoX'    'gf  "  5°"^'"' ^^ 
ii«le  fear  of  the  outcome  of  the    e!  u'r/^^^ 
the  appeals  and  the  rest.    In  fact  1T  ^'°'""^"'«'' 

d.siro.sofevadin,thes4:cf:;frer^^^^^^ 
her  an  air  of  suppressed  excitemenf     h  .^"""^ 

was  the  best  sorfof  braci;   rr-captvs'ir" 

One  cold   rainy  afternoon,  early  in  Februarv  ,h. 

w  nat  s  the  news — anything  ?  "  ^ 

anH  r''^'-""'"  '■'P'''"^  ^'"^''^'  ^^"^^Pfing  the  rocker 

seen' the  t«.?^"'   '   "^"^'^'^   ^°  ^"^  '^  y°"  had 
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"  Urn — hum,"  was  the  listless  answer.  "  I  pre- 
sume likely  you  mean  the  news  about  the  appropria- 
tion, and  the  editorial  dig  at  yours  truly?  Yes,  I've 
seen  it.  They  don't  bother  me  much.  I've  got 
more  important  things  on  my  mind  just  now." 

Congressman    Atkins's    pledge    in    his    farewell 
speech,  concerning  the  mighty  effort  he  was  to  make 
toward  securing  the  appropriation  for  Bayport  har- 
bor, was  in  process  of  fulfillment — so  he  had  written 
1 1    ,  to  the  local  paper.    But,  alas  1  the  mighty  effort  was 

1 1  likely  to  prove  unavailing.    In  spite  of  the  Honora- 

ble Heman's  battle  for  his  constituents'  rights  it 
seemed  certain  that  the  bill  would  not  provide  the 
thirty  thousand  dollars  for  Bayport;  at  least,  not 
this  year's  bill.  Other  and  more  powerful  interests 
would  win  out  and,  instead,  another  section  of  the 
coast  be  improved  at  the  public  expense.  The  con- 
gressman was  deeply  sorry,  almost  broken-hearted. 
He  had  battled  hard  for  his  beloved  town,  he  had 
worked  night  and  day.  But,  to  be  perfectly  frank, 
there  was  little  or  no  hope. 

Few  of  us  blamed  Heman  Atkins.  The  majority 
considered  his  letter  "  noble  "  and  "  so  feeling."  But 
some  one  must  be  b!-:ned  for  a  community  disap- 
pointment like  this,  and  the  scapegoat  was  on  the 
premises.  How  about  that  "  committee  '  of  one  " 
self-appointed  at  town  meeting?  How  about  the  bla- 
tant person  who  had  declared  he  could  have  gotten 
the  appropriation?  What  had  the  "committee" 
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dope?    Nothing!  nothing  at  all!    Re  h.A      . 
written  to  the  CamV:.!  r  "'''  "°'  even 

out-n,uch  less  gSC  '"  "  ='"^°-  ^^^  «nd 

cussed  and  derided      AnH.i.         '.'""  ''«'""  '^'"^ 
that  morning,    on'ained  a  ''"'"'  ^^'"^'  °" 

mentioned  n^T::;'"  t ^int^dlt  'f  '"^'^'  '^'•'^'' 
notorious  person  "  who  h  J  k  I  .  '"*'""  ""'^ 
had  again'"  be^n  we  ghed  ,„ T J  "''^'  "" '^'"^ 
opinion  and  found  wanting  "  '''"''  °^  P"'"''^ 

*f  :^°jr^trzaSrr  ^^^r- 

editorial.    She  taooed  th.  k     j  .  ''^^^^^  '"^  its 

of  Setlst'JeTtS  Th    "r  r  -'"'■"'^^'^  -™ 
for  going  to  slTeDanS.  t'  ^"^  ''P'''^'^  h™ 

the  Qhoorco^  ''"^  ^°'''"  *°  ^'''^  '"-rcy  of 

"Well,"  he  said    "of         L-     -,, 
happened  to  knol  a.,   '":  ""'  ^''°"'^''   ''"-""« 
I'd  done    oLide°tle    h  I'  f"l°"  *''"■'• ''"'"  «ds, 

*'°n.    It  see.  d    o  L'ht"h     ""  ''''  ^^^^^P-- 
son  for  HemanV  i.       "■'  '"""^  ^e  some  rea- 

-nin  su"r  h    tS  tt"  ^°  r''^^"-     "^  -« 

a«toonce,hebe;„'  oU;rsaV°:,'  ^"^"^  '''^"• 
Bun  to  take  ,n  sail  and  go  on  t'other 
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tack.  I  don't  know  much  about  politics,  but  I  know 
he  knows  all  the  politics  there  is.  And  it  seemed  to 
me  that  if  a  live  man,  one  with  eyes  in  his  head, 
went  to  Washington  and  looked  around  he  might 
find  the  reason.  And,  if  he  did  find  it,  maybe  Heman 
could  be  coaxed  into  changin'  his  mind  again.  Any- 
how,  I  was  willin'  to  take  the  risk  of  tryin';  and,  be- 
sides, Tsd  and  Abe  Leonard  had  me  on  the  griddle 
at  that  meetin',  and  I  spoke  up  sharp-too  sharp, 
maybe. 

"  But  you  still  believe  that  you  might  help  if  you 
,  went  to  Washington?" 

j|  "Yes.     I  guess  I  do.     Anyhow,  I'd  ask  some 

J  pretty  p  mted  questions.    You  see,  I  ain't  lived  here 

I i  m  Bayport  all  my  life,  and  I  don't  swaller  all  the  bait 

ji  Heman  heaves  overboard." 

"  Then  why  don't  you  go  ?  " 

"Hey?     Why  don't  I  go?     And  leave  Bos'n 
and " 

Emily  would  be  all  right  and  perfectly  safe. 
Georgianna  thinks  the  world  of  her.  And,  Captain 
Whittaker,  I  don't  like  to  hear  these  people  talk  of 
you  as  they  do.  I  don't  like  to  read  such  things  in 
the  paper,  that  you  were  only  bragging  in  order  to 
be  popular,  and  meant  to  shirk  when  the  time  came 
lOr  action.    I  know  they're  not  true.    I  know  it!  " 

Captain  Cy  was  gratified,  and  his  gratification 
showed  in  his  voice. 

"Thank  you,  Phcebe,"  he  said.     "I  am  much 
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hardly.     I  don'riifcl  .     ,'''''\''°'"  ^"  '  '"'"«« 
Gcorgianna  and— ••  '"  '"^  '''""^  -"> 

^J  will  keep  an  eye  on  her.     You  trust  „,e,  don't 

H^i^tve^;?rr^?'^-hS 

their    klnj-n't    me  I-  r.h^"  "'  ^'"'^^  -'' 
either.     But  you'rT  b^H      ''^T*    '«="""    "'^'"' 

a„d-andJ  TyutotTl'dVd"'  ''"'''''''' 
you  to  advise  me  ,11  T  ^  ^^  had  a  woman  like 

«oin'  off  th    cou«e  iStT"  \"'  ''^^  '"^  '^- 
now."  ^  '  ''*''*  hew  somebody  by 

;;r  think  you're  somebody  as  it  is." 

tosomethin'.  Well  what?  T  ^t"  f  ^  ^ '"""""t 
with  some  monTy  i^l^y  Urr^'f  ^r ''"^• 
about  all  was  necessa^t^  ^  *""  "''"  ^" 
of  a  feller  The  „mT  «rJ"''"^  '"^  '  8°°'^  deal 
•nyself.  :;s  «w'^^b?a?:lT^?h•t;•  J  "'f  " 
again.     And  I'd  be  a  real  mvJu  '''"  P'''" 

should  stand  for  .!     I       Wh.ttaker,  a  man  who 

dad  c^d  a  ore  me     xTe  /    '  ".T'^"'  ^"'^  «-"'^- 
ore  me.    The  town  should  respect  me,  and 
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I'd  do  things  to  help  it  along.  And  what's  it  all 
come  to?  Why,  every  young  one  on  the  street 
.s  told  to  be  good  for  fear  he'll  grow  up  like  me. 

Am  t  that  so?    Course  it's  sol     I'm " 

"  You  shall  not  speak  so!  Do  )ou  imagine  that 
you  .e  not  respected  by  everyone  whose  respect  counts 
for  anything?  Yes,  and  by  others,  too.  Don't  you 
suppose  Mr.  Atkins  respects  you,  down  in  his  heart 
—If  he  has  one?  Doesn't  your  housekeeper,  who  sees 
you  every  day,  respect  and  like  you?  And  little 
t.mily_doesn't  she  love  you  more  than  she  does  all 
the  rest  of  us  together?" 

"  Well,  I  guess  Bos'n  does  care  for  the  old  man 
«ome,  that  s  a  fact.    She  says  she  likes  you  next  best, 
though.     Did  you  know  that?" 
But  Miss  Dawes  was  indignant. 
"Captain  Whittaker,"  she  declared,  "one  would 
thmk  you  were  a  hundred  years  old  to  hear  you 
You  are  always  calling  yourself  an  old  man.     Does 
Mr.  Atkms  call  himself  old?    And  he  is  older  than 
you. 

';Well,  I'm  over  fifty,  Ph«be."  In  spite  of  the 
habit  for  which  he  had  just  been  reproached,  the  cap- 
tain found  this  a  difficult  statement  to  make. 

"  I  know  But  you're  younger  than  most  of  us  at 
thirty-five.  You  see,  I'm  confessing,  too,"  she  added 
with  a  laugh  and  a  little  blush. 

Captain  Cy  made  a  mental  calculation. 

"Twenty  years,"  he  said  musingly.  "Twenty 
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years  is  a  long  time     No   l',^    u      «    . 

tf-at.  I'm  an  old  fool,  l^^  t"  I     "'  ^T  '''" 

hav.  «aycd  in  South  A„^^:„^.^,::^-/'^ 

to  be  hooted  out  of  the  town  I  w.      .„.,   :,  .       ''' 
.:!;V"^^''"«a'T'pedherfo„- 

Oh    what  .W/ I  do  with  u  a.'        le.. 

It-swckedforyoutosay^a/th.  7>""" 

suppose  that  Mr.  Atkins  wil,  „."'.:.   '-'  ^''^^ 

work  as  he  is  doing  to  beat  a  foo>  WdT'V" 
youVe  not  comphmentary  to  me  Sh,,,  l'  d  ' 
thmk,  take  such  an  interest  in  .         l  '^^  ■"" 

beciJe?  "  '"  °"«  who  was  an  im- 

she"o7ped\:dtr::i\rr°-^"^^-'' 

^^-e.  She  rose  frortokrr''^T'r7 
don't  see  how  w->  came  tn  K  r  •  '—■"""y-  ' 
sense,"  she  said     "O  ''"'""''"g  ^"'  '  "o"- 

Capt  in  Cv"  T  ^jS"  ="«"  ''"'^  '^''  '-t  of  Ming! 
I  think  yS^ughtT:  go^?."  "'""''^  ^^  '°  ^^'-'"•"^-n. 

■•"«-  fArarroiVn^itr^^ ;-  ^--  ^-^■ 

and  his  eyes  shone  "'"  ^''^^  "«^  '''"ght. 

"  Phebe,"  he  faltered  unbelievinglv    "  „.h.^ 
yougo,„;tosay?    Do  you  mean  tha  ^thati""        ■ 
-^t'M:'Sira^^''°"'^''^-^•    The. xt  in- 
entered  the  sSg'rooi"^^'"^  "'"''^^"='  '"  "'^  '^"'^> 
3^3 


CY   WHITIAKER-S   PLACE 


In  4 


"Hello,  WhitI"  he  hailed      "T    . 
mmute  to  say  howdv  "    Tu  \      ^       """  '"  '«"■  » 
""•stress,  and  hrlore,,         ^  "°''"'^  *'  "^hool- 

^-off^    Don.  .„  away  ortacit?'^'^^"" 

''GoodbJ^sh^s^r'^fS''""*'''''^'''- 
«ke  I  meant  to  say,  but  I  thinl  v"'  ■!""  """'"h-""? 
hope  to  have  some  .ood  net  V    '"  ''"'  '"  ^''''-    I 
thing  that  will  sTnd  you  t^W    V  '°"  """■    S"™- 
heart.    Perhaps  Uhlul      ^"'^'"S"""  ^<th  a  light 

find  Irhet  wS-    'r  T^'"  •^^«'=^^^-     "^-•« 

I-I  ain't  slid  a7l'         °?  "'^'  "'  "°''  ^^^  ^n'e. 
n  t  said  all  I  wanted  to,  myself." 

Pany,   ain't  you  ?  "  ^  S°°<^  com- 

'-L7yI;S'^g;„l^r ''-'''--  What 

Asaph  hesitated. 

heasked''^"^^''^^'^^-"'^'^.   too,   wan'tshe?'- 
"Yup.    What  of  it?" 
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''And  the  day  afore  that?" 

of ylriou? '''''''  '-''  ^^-  *-     «-  what 

"  WeU,  now,  Cy,  you  mustn't  get  mad      I'm 
fnend  of  yours,  and  friends  ought  to  bTahU  . 
•inost  anything  to  each  other     If    ?f  t  ''^ 

wouldn't  let  Ph«be  co.e  lo  o  ttT-notTrr""' 

5:7n\'r:i;.t:!jr-^^owsrco^-H" 
"wSrr;rd-vJ?:"^^'"'---°-"ous. 

The  caller  fidgeted. 

Talkm'?    What  kind  of  talkin'?" 

WeU.  you  know  the  kind      Ti.:.  » 
good  deal  of  it,  'speciaX  after  l\      1  '^°"  ' 
meetin'.     Seem's  if  thev  th       .    "'''  '"'^  P'^V'^ 

me'ifkri!;:;'"/'  n  "''•  ^''''-  ^-'^  ^-k  at 

e  i,Ke  that.     /  ain't  said  nothin'.     WIiv    a  snell 
ago,  at  the  boardin'  house   I "  ^'        ^  " 
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"•Don't-don't  g«  m.d,  Whit.     I  .in't  ..id  no.hin'.'" 

cause^     Also  of  the  conversation  which   followed, 
and  h.s  own  part  in  \t     Captain  Cy  paced  the  floor. 
I  wouldn  t  have  her  come  so  often,  Cy,"  pleaded 
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Asaph     "Honest,  I  wouldn't.    Course,  you  and  me 

twi:':f%rr-  --'^'-^  '-^.  b«'it-s  her  I^m' 
th mkm  of.  She's  a  young  woman  and  single.  And 
you  re  a  good  many  years  older'n  she  is.     And  so 

°.  d'^XidTa  '"'  ^''\^'"'^,-«  «-•  to  get  mi;: 
ried.  And  have  you  thought  what  effect  it  might 
have  on  her  keepin'  her  teacher's  place?  The  com! 
rn.ttees  a  majority  against  her  as  'tis.  And-y^u 
k^ow/  don't  think  so,  but  a  good  many  folks  d^ 
you  am  t  got  the  best  name  just  now.  Darn  it  all! 
Urn  t  puttm'  this  the  way  I'd  ought  to,  but  you  know 
what  I  mean,  don't  you,  Cy?  " 

Captain  Cy  was  leaning  against  the  window  frame, 
bs  head  upon  h.s  arm.  He  was  not  looking  out 
because  the  shade  was  drawn.  Tidditt  waited  anxious: 
ly  for  h.m  to  answer.    At  last  he  turned. 

Ase,  he  said,  "  I'm  much  obliged  to  you.  You've 
pounded  .t.n  pretty  hard,  but  I  cal'late  I'd  ought 
o  have  had  .t  done  to  me.     I'm  a  fool-an  S 

notr  V  '"u  '  ^^^'  ^^<^^-^r,d  nothin'  nor 
nobody  ought  to  have  made  me  forget  it  For  a 
mmute  or  so  I-but  there  1  don't  you  fret.  That 
young  woman  shan't  risk  her  job  nor  her  reputation 
on  account  of  me-nor  of  Bos'n,  either.  I'll  see  to 
that.  And  see  here,"  he  added  fiercely,  "  I  can't  stop 
women  s  tongues,  even  when  they're  as  bad  as  some 
of  the  tongues  m  th,s  town,  bu,  if  you  hear  a  man 

Z  ten  "'•"■;. ''«^=""'"  P''-be  Dawes,  only  one  word, 
you  tell  me  h.s  name.    You  hear,  Ase?  You  tell  me 

327 


Ill 


Bi 


CY   WHITTAKER'S   PLACE 

his  name     Now  run  along,  will  you?    I  ain't  safe 
company  just  now." 

,  Asaph,  frightened  at  the  effect  of  his  words  hur 
nedly  departed.    Captain  Cy  paced  the  rol  for  th 

nextfifteenmj^^utes    Thenheopenedthekitchendoor. 

Bosn      he  called,  "come  in  and  set  in  my  Ian 

a  wh,le;  don't  you  want  to?     I'm-I'^n     ^  of 

lonesome,  little  girl."  °* 

h  J\'  "'''*;;'""°°"'  ^hen  the  schoolmistress,  who 
had  been  delayed  by  the  inevitable  examinarion 
papers,  stopped  at  the  Cy  Whittaker  place  Teia^ 
met  by  Georg,anna;  Emily,  who  stood  behind  The 
housekeeper  m  the  doorway,  was  crying. 

cl,r.ir"     •  ^"""^  "^"y-fo  Washin'ton,"  de- 

clar  d  Georg.an„a.  '■  Though  what  he's  gone  there 
for  s  more'n  I  know.  He  said  he'd  send  his  hotel 
addr^Ws  he  got  there.     He  went  on  tt  ^ 

Phoebe  was  astonished. 

"Gone?"  sherepeated.  "So  soon  I  Why,he  told  me 
he  should  certainly  be  here  to  hear  some  news  I  1 
pected  to-day^  Didn't  he  leave  any  message  f^ml?  " 

I  he  housekeeper  turned  red 

"  ^J'',  P''«'«=-"  she  said,  "  he  told  me  to  tell  vou 

H     ^-A         u"^  *"'  "■**"'''"  ^^^'  driven  him  crazy 

hiTir^iT^'^'^""''^^"'-----'''^ 
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CHAPTER   XVIII 

CONGRESSMAN  EVERDEAN 

IN  the  old  days   the  great  days  of  sailing  ships 
and  inerchant  fleets,  Bayport  was  a  coinify 
of  travelers.     Every  ambitious  man  went  to 
sea,  and  eventually,  if  he  lived,  became  a  TapuiL 

dren    with  h.m  on  long  voyages.     To  the  stay-at- 

SosTmariro""^'''  ""''  ^°^^'«"  ^'^P^  -^ 
filUH      i      °"';T^=>'-"°'''  and  parlor  mantels  were 

b  ste rl'r"!''**  1  '^°^-  «-«--  shells,  ala- 
baster  candlesticks,   and  plaster  miniatures  of  the 

WeTu'allT  ''  ^'"^  °^  '''  ^°''-'"  ^'  R°- 
We  usually  began  a  conversation  with  "When  my 

husband  and  I  were  at  Hong  Kong  the  last  time-" 

or     I  remember  at  Mauritius  they  always-"    New 

Orleans  or  'Frisco  were  the  nearest  domestic  po  tT 

the  mention  of  wh.ch  was  considered  worth  whSe 

But  th.s  .s  so  no  longer.     A  trip  to  Boston  is. 

visiX;  Y  T'''  *f  ^'^  ""'^  °^  "'=  ''"'  -hen  w 

sorin.  "     ?      ■=     f"  "'°  ^^^"  '''^--'-^  °^  the 
spnng     cut  rates     and  go  on  excursions  to  Wash- 
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ington,  plan  definite  programmes  for  each  day  at 

Corpse"    SH;  J"^n"°'  "^"  '''^  "  Diplomatfc 

andTongre^  a^''  the  ?'"'  T'  ''''  ^''""'"-^ 
stitute  "but  the  ■'  r  '"  '"  ""=  Smithsonian  In- 

tute,  but  the  Corpse  "  was  not  on  view  Aunt 
Sophronia  never  quite  got  over  fh»  a  ■' 

p,„u  ki  7        *       ^^"^  *"^  d'sappomtment 

.(.-         ,?.,.'    "'^  ^«'f  sure,  knowing  her  that 

goss  p.    And  he  was  firmly  resolved  not  to  permit 
her  to  compromise  her  life  and  her  future  by  WeTd 
h.p  w,th  a  social  outcast  like  himself.    Is  for    ^y' 

He«hadiedhimtoi:;L\rs:r'a:hir"w:: 
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tied  to  Washington  because  the  business  of  the  "  com- 

ZT  ir:'  "'"'='  ^  "^^'^'"'^^^  --  f-  K'^ng 
Inn  M  u    J  "'"'"«'=  ''^  ''^'^  '"*™"«d  to  George 

anna  would,  he  believed,  arouse  Ph.be's  indignation 
Sh    would  not  call  again.    And  when  he  returned  to 

If  he  ioiZ  fi  :  '°  '^'^  "P  "'^  '^^'''^  fig*"'  ^•'o- 
ie  c!  Wh  t.  ?  '^  "''"  ''^  '°^*  ''•  ''^  --''I  ^'o- 
Heh  H  K  "'f '■  '""^  '""«=  «^yP°«  for  good. 
a.„  I?  .  "  *".  W^'''>'"gt°n  once  before,  years 
ago  when  he  was  first  mate  of  a  ship  and  had  a  few 
weeks  shore  leave.    Then  he  went  there  on  a  pie  Z 

t.me.    But  there  was  precious  little  jollity  in  the  pres- 

work  h.s  hardest  to  discover  why  the  harbor  appro- 
pnation  was  not  to  be  given  to  Bayport. 

The  oty  had  changed  greatly.     He  would  scarcely 

'red  br " .";  ^^^  *°  ^'•^  ^°^^'  -•^^^  ^^^  ^-^^ 

place.  The  clerk  was  mclined  to  be  rather  curt  and 
perfunctory  at  first,  but  when  he  learned  that  the 
captain  was  not  anxious  concerning  the  price  of  ac- 
commodations, but  merely  wanted  a  "  com  f 'table 
berth  somewheres  on  the  saloon  deck,"  and  appeared 
to  have  plenty  of  money,  he  grew  polite.  Captain 
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Cy  was  shown  to  his  room,  wher.  »,    .  .   l- 

«f  theXg  LThilhlirsi;'  i'  Ti  '"■^'^^  '■"  «"«= 
»nd  thought.  .  Je  sum  u°'/^  '°''*'y'  "^°^'d 
and  before  h.-  .he  h  "^  to'  "  '"'"  ""'^■ 
lation  and  wr,  .k  all  his  1"  ?h  "*""'  '^''T'  "'"«- 
wrious  thought  to  ^hlh  u  '  "P^""-  had  given 
A*ins  faiieJ,  L  evt  ,ht  1""  'V'  ^-^«--a" 
-curing  that  appropn^  ?h"1  ''^'^  '°  '^'''  '" 
course,  would  have  beenTrV  °''^'°"'  *'''"«.  of 

question  him.  S^  htwas  T  "^^^^  ^''"■"''  a"d 
^n  the  f^rst  place,  the  s  afne/  7"''''  "^  °^^''""- 
would  make  th^  intetfew       '''^°''» ''«'-«„  them 

"-an's  backsliding  on  'he  anl     ^  ""'^'''""'^  '"  He- 
^"0  wary  a  bird  to  be  snared  S^?r"'°"'  '^*'"'  ^as 

But  Captain  Pv  K  ^  ^'^^  Questions, 

city,  the  s^ :f  %f  jr;''-  -.'^-mtance  i„  the 
been  a  wealthy  shipl!  1'  ".^""^'n^ance,  who  had 
'■"  California.   The Twa^aTo  ^^  "'  ™"^  -"- 
a  coast  State,  and  the  ca^t!ln  I  .  '""^^^^''"an,  from 
papers.    A  sketch  o    h  s      ;  hi,  T'  °'  "'"'  '"  '^^ 
th's  made  his  identity  absoute      '"='="  .P^'^^-^d,  and 
Cy's  original  idea  had  been  t"  '"'""■     ^^P'ai" 
-an.    Now  he  dete™ined  to  j;''  T-  '''^^  ^°"«-- 
He  inquired  con«rnW  V        ^"'^ '"'"""'^^  him. 
-V  i'-^e  all  VVas^ ™„\t  °J  ^''«=  ^otel  clerk, 
*'-  "^  '■  Who's  Who^t  the  Capitl?. '  "'"""^  ^'"- 
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.    "  •^""K'-essman  Everdean  ?  "  repeated  th,  .11 1, 
•ng  young  gentleman.    "  Yes     H^-.  '""''• 

rooms  at  the  Glorin-  .-  "j"    "^s  in  town.    Has 

you  go  up  the  ave    ;     On"l      "'H  °"  ^''^  "«'''  " 
can  I  do  ?or  you  Ili  ?  I-         '  '  '''°"  '^^"'-     ^hat 

whle't£!°'"'\'''"  :'  *"'"  ""SK"  hotel  than  the  one 
wftere  the  captam  had  his  "  berth  "     A„ 

the  desk,  of  another  important  rWt  '"''""■''  " 

with  a  brisk:  ""Portant  clerk,  was  answered 

wlUirheTin     ''"•  '1™°'"^  "-•     O-'' 
winter  wel?;::;.!:^.^"''"^'^"^^^-    Nice 

continued  the  conversation      r\       !?'     ^''c  clerk 
length  he  spoke.  ^'P'"'"  ^^^  ^=''^''l-  At 

'  Excuse  me,  commodore,"  he  said-  "  T  ^     -.  i-. 
to  break  in  until  youVe  settled  Ih  1'  "^  '  '''"' 

snow  or  not  but  I'm  T  ^^^"  J^""  ^^^'^  it 

without  IlrL^ln^tte'-;:.^"'^^^ ''^'"^-'"'^- 
The  clerk  sharply  demanded  one  of  the  cant.in's 
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visiting  cards     He  didn't  get  one.  for  the  very  good 
reason  that  there  was  none  in  existence. 

"  Tell  him  an  old  friend  of  his  dad's  is  here  on 
'%/"*'"  f  «^  '^'•"i"'  f"'  him,"  said  Captain  Cy. 
1  hat  11  do  first  rate.  Thank  you,  admiral." 
Word  came  that  the  congressman  would  be  down 
ma  few  moments.  The  captain  beguiled  the  inter- 
val by  leanmg  on  the  rail  and  regarding  the  clerk 
with  an  awed  curiosity  that  annoyed  its  object  ex- 
ceedmgly.  The  inspection  was  still  on  when  a  tall 
man,  of  an  age  somewhere  in  the  early  thirties, 
walked  briskly  up  to  the  desk. 

"  Who  is  it  that  wants  to  see  me?  "  he  asked 
The  clerk  waved  a  deprecatory  hand  in  Captain 
Cy  s  direction.    The  newcomer  turned. 

"  My  name  is  Everdean,"  he  said.     "  Are  you— 

wl-"^''..'!.  ^'°"'     ^'  '*  P°''^^'=  *hi»  is  Captain 
Whittaker?"  ^ 

The  captain  was  immensely  pleased. 

"  Well,  I  declare,  Ed !  "  he  exclaimed.  "  I  didn't 
believe  you'd  remember  me  after  all  these  years 
You  was  nothin'  but  a  boy  when  I  saw  you  out  in 
Frisco.  Welli  wull  No  wonder  you're  in  Con- 
gress. A  man  luat  can  remember  faces  like  that 
ought  to  be  President." 

Everdean  laughed  as  they  shook  hands. 

"  Don't  suppose  I'd  forget  the  chap  who  used  to 
dine  with  us  and  tell  me  those  sea  stories,  do  you?  " 
he  said.     "  I'm  mighty  glad  to  see  you.     What  are 
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you  doing  here?    The  last  father  and  I  heard  of  you 

you  were  .„  South  An,erica.    Given  up  the  *ea   theJ 

said,  and  getting  rich  fast."  ^ 

Captain  Cy  chuckled. 

lieve  all  I  hear,"  he  answered,  "else  I'd  have  been 
JO  sure  I  was  rich  that  I'd  have  spent  all  I  haS,  and 
been  permanent  boarder  at  the  poorhouse  by  now 

.f^youll  help  along.     How's  your  father?     Smart. 

The  congressman  insisted  that  they  should  adjourn 

tall  ,tT\  1  T'"'"^  '"""•  ^'  ^'P'  '"'^hilor's 
hall  at  the  hotel  dunng  his  stay  in  Washington. 
There  m  comfortable  chairs,  they  spoke  of  old  ffmes, 
when  the  captam  was  seafaring  and  the  Everdean 
home  had  been  his  while  his  ship  was  in  port  at 
Fnsco.  He  told  of  his  return  to  Bayport,  and  the 
renovafon  of  the  old  house.  Of  Bos'n  he  said 
nothing  At  last  Everdean  asked  what  had  brought 
nim  to  Washington. 

It"  !I^''V'„'"''''  ^'P'"'"  ^y-  "  ^'"  '^'1  you.  I'm 
l.ke  the  eller  ,n  court  without  a  lawyer;  he  said 
he  couldn't  tell  whether  he  was  guilty  or  not  'count 
ot  havm  no  professional  advice.  That's  what  I've 
come  to  you  for,  Ed— professional  advice." 

He    told    the    harbor    appropriation    story.      At 
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didl'tt;  '•  heS. '°°'  '■" '" ''-'  ^'■--  ^^p'-. 

...  "/"''■,  ^^"^  ^  ^°'  *'°'''"  °"«  ''tuck  tryin'  to  get 
the  first  clear.    How's  it  look  to  you  ?      ^  strlX 
do  you  think  ?  or  is  there  a  nigger  L  the  w.  l^!^ 
Mr.  Everdean  seemed  to  reflect 

,  J-  ^'"v'^'P'"'"'"  '"^  "''■'J'  "  I  can't  tell.  You're 
askmg  dehcate  questions.  Politicians  are  like  doc 
tors    they  usually  back  up  each  other's  opinions 

wt  h  .^""  *'  ^''""•'^  ''°''  "P  '■"  *his  matterl 
.  ;x^^~  r  "'''"■  """*^  *"*  "°^-  I  tc"  you,  Cap- 
tarn  Wh.ttaker,  you  come  around  and  have  dinner 
with  me  to-morrow  night.  In  the  meantime  I'll  see 
the  chairman  of  the  committee  on  that  bill-one  of 
the  so-called  '  pork '  bills  it  is.     Possibly  f^I  him 

so"i!r'  °  r  "^'J"''"*'"'"''  oi  mine  I  may  learn 
something.     At  any  rate,  you  come  to  dinner" 

So  the  mvitation  was  accepted,  and  Captain  Cy 
wen   back  to  h.s  own  hotel  and  his  room.    He  slept 
but  httle.  although  it  was  not  worry  over  the  apprS 
pr.at.on    question   which   kept   him    awake.      Next 
mon„ng  hf  wrote  a  note  to  Georgianna,  giving  his 
Wash.ngton  address.     With  it  he  enclosed  a  lone 
letter  to  Bos'n,  telling  her  he  should  be  home  pretty 
soon,  and  that  she  must  be  a  good  girl  and  '  boss  the 
sh.p      durmg  his  absence.     He  sent  his  regards  to 
Asaph  and  Ba.ley,  but  Phoebe's  name  he  did  not 
mention.    Then  he  put  in  a  miserable  day  wandering 
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a^out  the  city.     At  eight  that  evening  he  and  his 
Western  fnend  sat  down  at  a  corner  table  !„  the 
big  dining  room  of  the  Gloria. 

The  captain  began  to  ask  questions  as  soon  as  the 
soup  was  served,  but  Everdean  refused  to  answer. 

afte™"'/"'  U  >  '""^'  "P^"^"^'=  «"'  ='"d  business 
tlTt  •  u'  '  ^°"g«^-°"»l  -otto.  I  can't 
talk  Atkins  with  my  dinner  and  enjoy  it  " 

"Can't  hey?  You  wouldn't  be  popular  at  our  per- 
fect boarding  house  back  home.  There  they  serve 
Heman  hot  for  breakfast  and  dinner,  and  warm  him 
over  for  supper.    All  right,  I  can  wait." 

The  conversation  wandered  from  Buenos  Ayres 
to  Frisco  and  back  again  until  the  cigars  and  coffee 
was  reached  Then  the  congressman  blew  a  fragrant 
rmg  into  the  air  and,  from  behind  it,  looked  quiz- 
zically at  his  companion. 

"Well,"  he  observed,  "so  far  as  that  appropria. 
tion  of  yours  is  concerned " 

strotdTbtd  '''^ '  ^"°"'  ™«-  ^^p'^'"  ^y 

"  Um-yes,"  he  drawled,  "  now  that  you  mention 
it^^seems  to  me  there  was  some  talk  of  an  appropria- 

Mr.  Everdean  laughed. 

"  I've  been  making  inquu.es,"  he  said.  "  I  saw 
the  chairman  of  the  committee  on  the  pork  bill      I 

know  him  well.     He's  a  good  fellow,  but "' 

Yes,  I  know.     I've  seen  lots  of  politicians  like 
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that;  they're  all  good  fellers,  but-  If  t         ■        ,. 

-:d.a.eawto.t.CoJi;rsi'; 
ab:uS;S;i:;:"Vo,;  ^r  ^^"°"-  ^  -'^'^ 

asked  me  why  I  dSv  „    °     ?  ^°''  ^""'-  ^°^"-    "e 
that  district   JdlVuV°  '^'  ^°"g^«»'"a„  fron, 

perhaps  I  would  got  'tT  '""  ^""^  ''•     ^  "''I 
«me  to  him  firl"  ^""gressman  later,  but  I 

law  stored  1raV;h?  T  T'  '  ^'"^'^  '"-''-- 

call  thelcto"    aZZT'V''  '''  ^^^  *° 
"W«ii         ,     ,' "e"t;  heave  ahead." 

-Shrrc-'s™"-- ■* 
"Of  „     ""  '  "'•"••'  Wieve  'm.    Well?" 

«re.t  man,  great  ^71"'  °"  "^  ''"^  **"=-  -»  =« 
g        in  his  own  country,  who  was  sent 
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rulers  of  the  land.     So,  in  order  to  typically  repre! 
sent  them,  he  dressed  in  glad  and  expense  raime" 

went  about  in  dignity,  and "  "iment, 

;;  And  whiskers.    Don't  leave  out  the  whiskers!  " 

All  nght-and  whiskers.     And  it  came  to  pass 

that  the  people  whom  he  represented  wished  to^to 

t7eir?h'"^         /,""■'''"  "''"^'"^  improvement  in 
the,r-the,r  beaunful  and  enterprising  community." 
bho !  sho !  how  natural  that  sounds  I     You  must 
be  a  mind  reader." 

"No.  But  I  have  to  make  speeches  in  my  own 
community  occasionally.  Well,  the  people  askJd 
their  great  man  to  get  the  money  needed  for  this  im- 
provement from  the  rulers  of  the  land  aforemen- 
t-ed  And  he  was  at  first  all  enthusiasm  and  upon 
the-the  parchment  scroll  where  such  matters  are 
mscribed  was  written  the  name  of  the  beautS  and 
enterprising  community,  and  the  sum  of  money  "t 
sked  for.    And  the  deal  was  as  good  as  made.    Ex- 

r^edlLr^"  '''''-''''''■'  -'  ^^-'^  '-^°  ^ot 

m^Z:::^'-     ^-^-^"^^^^--^t  just  as  wen- 

"  And  the  deal  was  as  good  as  made.  But  before 
the  vote  was  taken  another  chap  came  to  the  g  e" 
-an  and  said:  'Look  here!  I  want  to  get  a„  app  o 
Pnation  of,  say,  fifty  thousand  dollars,  to'  deepeTa  d 
"-prove  a  river  down  in  my  State '-a  Southern 
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State  we'll  say.  '  I've  been  to  the  chairman  of  the 
pork  bill  committee,  and  he  says  it's  impossible.  The 
bill  simply  can't  be  loaded  any  further.  But  I  find  that 
you  have  an  item  in  there  for  deepening  and  improv- 
mg  a  harbor  back  in  your  own  district.  Why  don't 
you  cut  that  item  out— shove  it  over  until  next  year? 
You  can  easily  find  a  satisfactory  explanation  for 
your  constituents.  J„d  you  want  to  remember  this: 
the  improvement  of  this  river  means  that  the— the— 
well,  a  certain  sugar-growing  company— can  get  their 
stuff  to  market  at  a  figure  which  will  send  its  stock  up 
and  up.  And  you  are  said  to  own  a  considerable 
amount  of  that  stock.    So  why  not  drop  the  harbor 

Item  and  substitute  my  river  slice?    Then '  Well, 

I  guess  that's  the  end  of  the  tale." 

He  paused  and  relit  his  cigar.  Captain  Cy 
thoughtfully  marked  with  his  fork  on  the  table- 
cloth. 

"  Hum  1  "  he  grunted.  "  That's  a  very  interestin' 
yam.  Yes,  yes!  don't  know's  I  ever  heard  a  more 
mterestin'  one.  I  presume  likely  there  ain't  a  mite 
of  proof  that  it's  true?" 

"  Not  an  atom.  I  told  you  it  was  a  fairy  tale. 
And  I  mustn't  be  quoted  in  the  matter.  Honestly, 
the  most  of  It  is  guess  work,  at  that.  But  perhaps 
a  'committee  of  one,'  dropping  a  hint  at  home, 
might  at  least  arouse  some  uncomfortable  question- 
ing  of  a  certain  great  man.  That's  about  all,  though. 
Proof  is  quite  another  thing." 
340 


CONGRESSMAN    EVERDEAN 

The  captain  pondered.  He  was  fully  aware  that 
the  unpopularity  of  the  "committee-  would  „i 
whatever  good  its  hinting  might  do.  ^ 

smelU  Z'''  ?'  ^T'"^  '^""-  "  ^''^  °"^  ^hing  to 
^m  11  a  rat  and  another  to  nail  its  tail  to  the  flSor. 
But  I  m  n,,ghty  obhged  to  you,  all  the  same.  And 
Illthmk,  overhard.  Say  I  I  can  see  one  thijg 
-you  don't  take  a  very  big  shine  to  Heman  your' 

''  Not  too  big— no.     Do  you  ?  " 

"Well,  I  don't  wake  up  nights  and  cry  for  him  " 

Everdean  laughed. 

"That's    characteristic,"    he    said.     "You    have 

your  own  , ay  of  putting  things,   Captain,  and  it's 

hard  to  be  improved  on.     Atkins  has  never  done 

nythmg  to  me.    I  just-I  just  don't  like  him,  that'! 

It    ^""" ;^r  ^'^"^  *'™'  ^'^''^■•'  i"  fhe  old  days; 
and  yet-and  .t's  odd,  too-he  was  the  means  of  th 
old  gent  eman's  making  the  most  of  his  money." 
He?    Who?    Not  Heman?" 

f.I  ^":  "T?.  ^'^'"''-  ^"^'  '°  '"  «  th«  goes, 
father  started  h,m  toward  wealth,  I  suppose.  A^ 
Jeast  he  was  poor  enough  before  the  mine  was  sold." 

st.J\  A-  "'  y°".^^'''-"'  «bout?  Heman  got  his 
start  tradm'  over  in  the  South  Seas.  Sellin'  the 
Kanakas  glass  beads  and  calico  for  pearls  and  copra 
-two  cupfuls  of  pearls  for  every  bead.  Anyhow, 
that  s  the  way  the  yarn  goes." 

"  I  can't  help  that.    He  was  just  a  common  sailor 
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who  had  run  away  from  his  ship  and  was  gold  .Tiin 
ing  in  California.  And  when  he  and  his  partnei 
struck  it  rich  father  borrowed  money,  headed  a  com 
pany,  and  bought  them  out.  That  mine  was  thf 
Excelsior,  and  it's  just  as  productive  to-day  as  i( 
ever  was.  I  rather  think  Atkins  must  be  very  sorr) 
he  sold.  I  suppose,  by  right,  I  should  be  very  grate- 
ful to  your  distinguished  representative." 

"  Well,  I  do  declare  !  Sho,  sho !  Ain't  that  funny 
now?  He's  never  said  a  word  about  it  at  home. 
I  don't  believe  there's  a  soul  in  Bayport  knows  that. 
We  all  thought  'twas  South  Sea  tradin'  that  boosted 
Heman.  And  your  own  dad !  I  declare,  this  is  a 
small  world !  " 

"  It's  odd  father  never  told  you  about  it.  It's 
one  of  the  old  gentleman's  pet  stories.  He  came 
West  in  1850,  and  was  running  a  little  shipping 
store  in  'Frisco.  He  met  Atkins,  and  the  other  young 
sailor,  his  partner,  before  they  left  their  ship.  They 
were  in  the  store,  buying  various  things,  and  father 
got  to  know  them  pretty  well.  Then  they  ran  away 
to  the  diggings— you  simply  couldn't  keep  a  crew 
in  those  times— and  he  didn't  see  them  again  for  a 
good  while.  Then  they  came  in  one  day  and  showed 
him  specimens  from  a  claim  they  had  back  in  the 
mountains.  They  were  mighty  good  specimens,  and 
what  they  said  about  the  claim  convinced  father  that 
they  had  a  valuable  property.  So  he  went  to  see 
a  few  well-to-do  friends  of  his,  and  the  outcome  was 
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fouL'  n?^  ""'  """^^  "P  '°  S°  =•"<!  '"^Pect.    The 
young  fellows  were  willing  to  sell  out.  for  it  was  a 

quarts  work,„g  and  they  hadn't  the  .oney  to  «;r; 

"The  inspection  showed  that  the  claim  was  likelv 
to  be  even  better  than  they  thought   so    Jt!  ^ 

bareainmn   »(,„  j    i  "'"ugnr,  so,  atter  some 

oargainmg,  the  deal  was  completed.    Thev  sold  out 

Tver   „M        "f  '"  '"'''"■"«  '■'  ^hat  I  wond  r  he 
never  told  you  the  story." 

_'' He  never  did.    When  was  this  '  " 

In '54-    What?" 
"I  didn't  speak.     The  date  seemed  kind  of  fa- 
thTs nd"U  "  WeHrt''^^  ^.''^"-     ^--^^-fi- 

With   that   fL   n        :  ""'"^  '°  ''^<^>  ^^'  if? 

vv.tn   that   for   a   nest   egg,   no   wonder   Heman's 

dollar?'  "  '-'-'  '  P-«^  -P--"e  brooT^; 
"Oh,  the  whole  seventy-five  wasn't  his  of 
course  Half  belonged  to  his  partner  But'  th! 
poor  devil  didn't  live  to  enjoy  it  After  the  /. 
were  signed  and  before  the  monty  was  "pa  d  o"  h" 
was  mken  sick  with  a  fever  and  died  "  ' 

Hey?    He  died?    Witha/^wr?" 

heirs,  didn'f  he ''f:^^  P"'^  '''''  '^^-^  'o  his 
mate-   llv  u\      '°"""°"  ^ailor-or  second 

niate,   I  bel.eve  that's  what  he  was-thirty-seven 
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thousand  five  hundred  is  doinR  well      U  n,,   .  u 

you?"  >Vhats   the  matter  with 

Captain  Cy  was  leaning  back  in  his  chair.    He  was 
as  white  as  the  tablecloth.  "' 

_' Are  you  ill?"  asked  the  congressman  anxiously 

1  ake  some  water.    Shall  I  call "  ^ ' 

The  captain  waved  his  hand. 

"  No,  no  I  "  he  stammered.    "No!    T'm  ,ii    ■  u. 
Do  you-for  the  Lord's  sake  teH  me    hTs  "  ({te 
was  the  name  of  this  partner  that  died?" 
for^;ef„7i"'°°''^'^-^'-'^-'>i^'n-endbe- 

htLrdth-"^-^^:^-''-^^^^^ 

"ds  rramed  m  his  room  at  home     Tl,.  „ij         ■ 

name  was — was " 

'twls^rohn^Th"'";"  ^?'  "^^P^""  ^y-  "'J""'^  -" 

"That's  what  it  was-John  Thayer.     How  did 

Zr        °'V°"'"°^^'"''"^     Iremember„ow 
that  he  was  another  Down  Easter,  like  Atkins  " 

Ihe    captain    did   not   answer.      He   clasoed    hU 

tne  table.    Everdean  was  plainly  alarmed. 
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"  I'm  going  to  call  a  doctor  "  he  k 

Heman.  but  that    ohn  Th      ''  "^  ''"'  P'"''  '" 
afore  h;  died  a!  S     '"'y^^'^"''^  '*"=  b'"  "^  "'^ 

the  ori;i'':^^:^' ;n::;  i^-'^^-^^'^^^o. 

whole  business?"  '    remembers    the 

too','  Ir±se'°yem  't""/"-^''-  '^'^  °"  ^^^^r,, 
He'll  taltrr  ,  ,ve  H^  h"/  v  ^''°"'''  ^^^  ''^  '^'d! 
a  chance."  "^^  '"''J"^'  '^  y°"  g''ve  him 

The  captain  sprang  to  his  feet     «•     l  •     • 
backward  and  Ml  to  fh    floor      A„   f '  '^"'  ''"'"''^ 
ran  to  right  it   but  r      "      A         obsequious  waiter 
him.       ^        '      '  '^'P"""  ^y  ''="■'1  "°  attention  to 

"  Where's  my  coat  ?  "  he  demanded      "  \Vh      ' 
my  coat  and  hat?"  ""anaed.        Where's 

."  ^^''^  ""''l^  yo"  ?  "  asked  Everdean      "  Ar. 
going  crazy?"  -^'uean.        Are  you 

"  Goin'  crazv  ?    Nn  nn  f    t' 
When's  the  next  traVn"' '"  "  ^°""  '°  ^=''''f'"-"-- 
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CHAPTER   XIX 

THE  TOPPLING  OF  A  MONUMENT 

THE  Honorable  Heman  Atkins  sat  in  the  li- 
brary  of  his  Washington  home,  before  a 
snapping  log  fire,  reading  a  letter.    Mr  At- 
kms  had,  as  he  would  have  expressed  it,  "  served  his 
people     ,n  Congress  for  so  many  years  that  he  had 
long  since  passed  the  hotel  stage  of  living  at  the 
Capital.     He  r.nted  a  furnished  house  on'an  emi! 
nently  respectable  street,  and  the  polished  doorplate 
xu    ,-u """"  '"  ""^"'"promising  characters, 
i  he  l.brary  furniture  was  solid  and  dignified.    Its 
businesshke  appearance  impressed  the  stray  excursion- 
ist from  the  Atkins  district,  when  he  or'she  visaed 
the  great  man  m  whose  affairs  we  felt  such  a  per- 
sonal interest.     Particularly  impressive  and  signifi- 
cant was  a  map  of  the  district  hanging  over  the  con- 
gressman s  desk,  and  an  oil  painting  of  the  Atkins 
mansion  at  Bayport,  which,  with  the  iron  dogs  and 
urns  conspicuous  in  its  foreground,  occupied  the  mid- 
aie  of  the  largest  wall  space. 

The  cheery  fire  was  very  comforting  on  a  night 
hke  this,  for  the  sleet  was  driving  against  the  win- 
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dowpanes,  the  sidewalks  were  anH.    i        •      . 
and  the  wet,  cold  wind  from  the  Poo''  '"  '''"^''• 
tling  down  the  street      <;  t.  "'''^  '"^^  ^^'"■ 

an  unfastened  shuS  slar.Td    "  f"*  '''  """- 
Atkins  should  have  L  '"  '^'  ^usts.     Mr. 

he  sat  the  e  by  rfir  hT;''  ^""'""^""^  ^ 
Portable  winter's  L  that  ^oo"  B  ,'^"'  T"'  ^'""■ 
frown  on  his  face  ..h  ^'  .  "°"'  ^^^""^  ^as  a 
It  was  fro.  Sil;  o  andTat^a  ''"''  \'''  '"''■ 
that  Cyrus  Whittaker  had tl  ^""g^^her  things, 
for  over  two  weeks  and  fhat  '  ^'°"'  ^''P°'' 

where  he  had  go„;      "  tZ  "°>  """  '""^'^  '°  ''-- 
h-  started  for  Wa'hin  JJ  "    "  ''T  '"  ""  '''' 

thatisso,itis:;:;^CLerj;t 

was  you  •'  ''•""^'^  '^^'^P  "'y  ^y^  P-led  if  I 

night."  "'"^  '°  '"ss  you  good 

funXta;."  ""'"""^'^  ^'^^  — >'  '•"  a  per- 

"  All  right,  all  .-ght,"  he  said      "  M 
to  bed  and  don't  bother  n^     tite's  ^^^  ?•"  ^  °"g 

orders  from  me."  °  '"'"''""^  "P^^'fi'^ 
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<ihJ^'I'T'^^?,'l  '"■"'"''''^  '°  ='"^"'1 '°  fhe  blind. 
She  and  the  g.rl  left  the  library.    Heman  reread  the 

S^mpsonletter.    Then  he  dropped  it  in  his  lap  and 

of  .  M^'"*^]^""''"^  ^''  ^y^S'^^''"  «  the  end 
o  the,r  black  cord.  His  thoughts  seemed  to  be  not 
of  the  pleasantest.  The  lines  about  his  mouth  had 
deepened  during  the  last  few  months.     He  looked 

The  telephone  bell  rang  sharply.  Mr.  Atkins 
came  out  of  h.s  reverie  with  a  start,  arose  and  walked 
across  the  room  to  the  wall  where  the  instrument 
hung.  It  was  before  the  days  of  the  convenient 
desk  phone  He  took  the  receiver  from  its  hook  and 
spoke  into  the  transmitter. 

"Hello!"  he  said.      "Hello!     Yes,  yes!  stop 
ringing.    What  is  it?"  ^ 

Hello!  said  a  voice.  "  Hello,  there  I  Is  this  Mr. 
Atkins's  house  ?  " 

"Yes;  it  is.    What  do  you  want  ?  " 
"  Hey?    Is  this  where  the  Honorable  Heman  At- 
kins lives?" 

"  Yes  yes,  I  tell  you !  This  is  Mr.  Atkins  speak- 
ing.   What  do  you  want?  " 

"Oh!  is  that  you,  Heman?  This  is  Whittaker— 
«-y  Whittaker.    Understand?" 

Mr.  Atkins  understood.  Yet  for  an  instant  he 
did  not  reply.  He  had  been  thinking,  as  he  sat  by 
the  hre,  of  certain  persons  and  certain  ugly,  though 
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remote,    possibilities.      Now     frnm 
somewhere,  one  of  thr,.  *    mysterious 

Wm.     The'  hJ  d  he'd  ;T"  ""  ^''"'"■"^  - 
mentarily.  ^  ""=  ""'^er  shooJc  mo- 

Thil^WhittaWtd  "„•""'   '°  ^°"  ""'^-"^'n'^? 

ly. " '' wlirS""""'"  ^^'■'^  ^''^  -"8-sma„,  slow- 

"I'mherein  Washin'ton." 
Well!  sir? '-'""  '"'°™^''  ''''•^  y-  were  in  the  city. 

who'^oid 'r?  v.tj:t  f" '°'" ''  ^'^^  -? 

Th^  .„  ™'*^'  ^  suppose,  hev  ?  " 

world,    had    an   tt,rV    "  "^°"^  ^'^^  '""  '^e 

'ingeronthetrut       Sthrflt    °'   '""""^   '"'^ 
was  maddening      Mr    A.t  ^^'"'^  '"  '^-^  *""« 

pancy.  ^  '  ^''""'  was  not  used  to  flip. 

souriof'fnfLialn"'?'"^^  "^°"  '°  '^'-'^  -X 
''\appearstoTa:e\eerstrtrT^-'-'^ 

;-^a.ai.::^\3---*t     int^ 

^-io'^^TmTdir^t"^-^^''^^^^^^^ 

-y  position.    Goc  •  St '"'''  ''  "'"'"^  '°  ^'^P'^- 
"Wait,     Hello,    Hold  on  a  minute.     Don't  get 
349 


CY   WHITTAKER'S   PLACE 

mad,  Heman.     I  only  wanted  to  say  just  a  word. 
You'll  let  me  say  a  word,  won't  you  ?  " 

This  was  more  like  it.    Ths  was  more  nearly  the 

tone  m  which  Mr.  Atkins  was  wont  to  be  addressed 

It  was  possible  that  the  man,  recognizing  the  use^ 

lessness  of  further  opposition,  desired  to  surrender 

"  I  cannot,"  declared  the  Honorable,  "  understand 

why  you  should  wish  to  speak  with  me.     We  have 

very  little  in  common,  very  little,  I'm  thankful  to  say. 

However,  I  will  hear  you  briefly.    Go  on  " 

"  Much  obliged.     Well,  Heman,  I  only  wanted 

to  say  that  I  thought  maybe  you'd  better  have  a  little 

^Ik  with  me.     I'm  here  at  the  hotel,  the  Regent. 

You  know  where  'tis,  I  presume  likely.    I  guess  you'd 

better  come  right  down  and  see  me." 

Heman  gasped,   actually  gasped,  with  astonish- 

merit. 

"  /  had  better  come  and  see  you  ?  I—  1  Well,  sir  I 
well\    I  am  not  accustomed " 

"I  know,  but  I  think  you'd  better.  It's  dirty 
weather,  and  I've  got  cold  somehow  or  other.  I  ain't 
feelm'  qu=te  up  to  the  mark,  so  I  cal'late  Til  stay  in 
port  much  as  I  can.  You  come  right  down.  I'll  be 
■n  my  room,  and  the  hotel  folks  '11  tell  you  where  'tis. 
1 11  be  waitin'  for  you." 

Mr.  Atkins  breathed  hard.    In  his  present  frame 

of  mind  he  would  have  liked  to  deliver  a  blast  into 

that  transmitter  which  would  cause  the  person  at  the 

other  end  of  the  line  to  shrivel  under  its  heat.    But 
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.trWr"'''*'"  °^  '°"g  ^"'"'""g.  and  he  knew 
that  such  blasts  were  sometimes  expensive  treats     iT 
-ght  be  well  to  hear  what  his  eLmy  haTto  sa 
But.^to,o,„«toseehim-thatwJsoutrfX 

tinu/th?"''"  ^"  "'""'^"''^'  "  I  '^°  "°'  "re  to  con- 
tinue this  conversation.     If—if  von  vuUU  . 

after  what  has  taken  place  between  un  a      ''m"'' 

in  spite  of  personal  re'pugnance  to  .rJn     ^T  S 

o  ciock  to-morrow  morning.     But  I  tell  you  now 
hat  your  mterference  with  this  appropriation  mattl; 
.s  as  useless  as  it  is  ridiculous  and  impudent     I 
of  a  p,ece  w,th  the  rest  of  your  conduct^' 

wer.       I  don't  say  you've  got  to  come.    I  only  sav 
I  guess  you  d  better.    I'„,  goin'  back  to  Bayport  to' 

r't:;!^-  ^"'^■•^^-yourdcome^L7:« 
talk  wi!:j;rfui*°^r,r-  """^ '° '  -"^ '» 

"  iV/f    u    •     .™*'^-     fhat  appropriation " 

Maybe  ,t  am't  all  appropriation." 
^^  I  hen  I  cannot  understand " 

stand  coT,";  ''-M  ^  ""^"'^-'J-   I've  come  to  under- 

?here     T      ..  :  T^r  '^'"^'  '"  '^e  last  fortni't. 

I've  b  en    T       """  '"'°  '^'"  '"^'^'^'"^  ^"^  '""ger. 
Ive  been  clear  out  to  'Frisco  and  back  in  eleven 

days^and  I  got  cold  in  those  blessed  sleepin'  caTs^ 
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The  receiver  fell  from  the  congressman's  hand  I 
was  a  difficult  object  to  pick  up  again.  Hema, 
groped  for  It  in  a  blind,  strangely  inadequate  way 
ITet  he  wished  to  recover  it  very  much. 

Wait !  wait  1  "  he  shouted  anxiously.    "  I— 1_] 
dropped  the-    Are  you  there,   VVhittaker?     Are 

'Fri~o?°       ""'    '  ''""''-    ""''  ^°"   -^-"- 
"  Yes,  San  Francisco,  California.    IVe  been  West 

on  a  httle  cruise.     Had  an  interestin'  time.     It's  an 

interestm'  place;  don't  you  think  so?     Well    I'm 

sorry  you  can't  come.    Good  night." 

"Wait!"  faltered  the  great  man.  "  I— I—let 
mt  thmk,  Cyrus.  I  do  not  wish  to  seem— er— arro- 
gant m  th.s  matter.  It  is  not  usual  for  me  to  visit 
my  constituents,  but-but-I  have  no  engagement 
this  evening,  and  you  are  not  well,  and—  Hello! 
are  you  there?  Hello!  Why,  under  the  circum- 
stances, I  think-  Yes,  I  will  come.  I'll  come_er 
— at  once." 

The  telephone  f^ables  one  to  procure  a  cab  in 
a  short  time.  Yet,  to  Heman  Atkins,  that  cab  was 
years  m  coming.  He  paced  the  library  floor,  his 
hand  to  his  forehead  and  his  brain  whirling.  It 
couldnt  be!  It  must  be  a  coincidence!  He  had 
been  an  idiot  to  display  his  agitation  and  surrender 
so  weakly.     And  yet— and  yet 

The  ride  through  the  storm  to  the  Regent  Hotel 
gave  him  opportunity  for  more  thought.  But  he 
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gained  little  comfort  from  thinking.     If  it  was  a 
comcidence,  well  and  good.    If  not-— 

"  n'^  fh"  ^/  '°"f ""''*  ''™  '°  ""«  Whittaker  room 
on  the  saloon  deck."    It  was  a  small  room,  verT 
d.fferent  from  the  Atkins  library,  and  Captl  Cy 

;:dir -"Helot'H'  r?-'^'^'^''  ^'"'"^  *° '"--- 

raaiator.    He  looked  far  from  well 

entered.       Pmty  d.rty  n.ght,  ain't  it?    What  we'd 
ca  la  gray  no'theaster  back  hone.    Sit  down.    Don't 
nimd  my  not  gettm'  up.    This  heatin'  arrangemen 
feels  m,ghty  comf'table  just  now.     If  J  get  tTf" 
away  from  ,t  I  shiver  my  deck  planks  loose.    Take 
off  your  things."  " 

h.t  he  tossed  on  the  bed.     He  glanced  fearfully  at 

c    uZnd"""-  7'\'^""'^  «'•'=«'"«  '''"^  been'  so 
casua   and  everyday  that  he  took  courage.    And  the 

captam  looked  anything  but  formidable  l  he  hugged 

the  rad.ator.    Perhaps  things  were  not  so  bad  as  he 

haa  feared.    He  resolved  not  to  seem  alarmed,  at  all 

No?    Well,  all  nght;  I  will,  if  you  don't  mind." 
throa't  "^"'     '^^^  ^""gressman  cleared  his 

.  l^rf  '''.  "''^'  "  ^  """  "°'  accustomed  to  run 
at  the  beck  and  call  of  my-er_acquaintances,  but. 
even  though  we  have  disagreed  of  late,  even  though 
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to  mc  your  conduct  seems  quite  unjustifiable,  still, 
for  the  sake  of  our  boyhood  friendship,  and,  because 
you  are  not  well,  I — er — came." 

Captain  Cy  coughed  spasmodically,  a  cough  that 
seemed  to  be  tearing  him  to  pieces.  He  looked  at  his 
cigar  regretfully,  and  laid  it  on  the  top  of  the  radi- 
ator. 

"Too  bad,"  he  observed.  "Tobacco  gen'rally 
lies  up  my  talkin'  machinery,  but  just  now  it  seems 
to  make  me  bark  like  a  ship's  dog  shut  up  in  the  hold. 
Why,  yes,  Heman,  I  see  you've  come.  Much 
obliged  to  you." 

This  politeness  was  still  more  encouraging.  At- 
kins leaned  back  in  his  chair  and  crossed  his  legs. 

"I  presume,"  he  said,  "  that  you  wish  to  ask  con- 
cerning the  appropriation.    I  regret " 

"  Yoj  needn't.  I  guess  we'll  get  the  appropria- 
tion." 

Heman's  condescension  vanished.  He  leaned  for- 
ward and  uncrossed  his  legs. 

"Indeed?"  he  said  slowly,  his  eyes  fixed  on  the 
captain's  placid  face. 

"  Yes — indeed." 

"Whittaker,  what  are  you  talking  about?  Do 
you  suppose  that  I  have  been  the  representative  of 
my  people  in  Congress  all  these  years  without  know- 
ing whereof  I  speak?  They  left  the  matter  in  my 
hands,  and  your  interference " 

"  I  ain't  goin'  to  interfere.  I'm  goin'  to  leave  it 
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■n  your  hands,  too.    And  I  cal'ktc  you'll  be  able 
to  find  a  way  to  aet  it      I  r™     l         t  * 

you  will."  *  iJ'n— hum,  I  guess  likely 

jJ-.%   rigbt    arm.      But    ^^n    ^;  I^ 

the  appropnatl^'U:.'  ^LTeTre;    ^^t""  """'^ 
talked  about  first.    Sit  dlwt  l\:n  ^r""  ^° ''^ 
ivir.  Atkins  was  purple  in  th^  (,.      l      , 

'lown^   ll,e  captain  Lghe^agt.    "•'"'''" 
"  I  JTT"'"  ^^  •"=«'"  '^'"^"  the  spasm  was  over 

rne  whether  yo^^ame  or  n^^-^'-^  "'"^'^  '^■■«"--  ^ 
dentl!!"'.  '"■'  ^  "'"*'  ^^'y  '^='''  °f  a"  the  impu- 
be'ls^bt'"  'V^"  ''"'^  "''«'  Speechmakin-  must 
ence  fn  rr,/    u    l  '      '^"^"  '  "'ake  much  differ- 

to  the  folks  back  home      Thev  kn.  I  ^    '"°"""'<="t 

y.  well,  /  couldn't  see  you  tumble  down 
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without  givin-  you  a  chance.     I  couldn't:  'twoulc 
be  like  blowin'  up  a  rhurch." 

The  purple  had  left  the  Atkin,  face,  but  the 
.peechmak,ng  habit  is  not  likely  to  be  broken 

Cyrus  Wh.ttaker,"  he  stammered,   "have  you 

to  sucl-!!!..''"'""  "'"''  ''  ^^•"=''"  ^"'  »"d  listen 
"If  you'll  keep  still  I'll  tell  you  why.  And,  if 
I  was  you,  I  wouldn't  be  too  anxious  to  find  1 
Th>s  everlastm'  cold  don't  make  me  over  'n'  above 
good-tempered,  and  when  I  think  of  whaj  you've 
done  to  th.t  little  girl,  or  what  you  tried  Tdo 

you  forget  ,t  I    Now,  you  keep  quiet  and  listen     It'll 

table  any  longer.     IVe  seen  your  hand,  and  I  know 
why  you've  been  playin'  it.    I  know  the  whole  game 
Ij^e  been  West,  and  Everdean  and  I  have  had  a 

he  fell  heavly  back  mto  it.     His  lips  moved  as  if 
he  meant  to  speak,  but  he  did  not.    '  t  the  mendon 

It-n'hTtL"^^^  ''  -'''  '  --  ^^°^'"« 

the  captam         I  know  why  you  was  so  knocked  over 

when  you    earned  who  Bos'n  was,  the  night  of  the 

party.     I  know  why  you  took  up  with  that  black- 
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-:5£r;.v^  ?£"■",  r '7 '°°<' 

Ihe  great  man  did  not  answer.     A  dron  n(  „ 
spiration  shone  on  his  h.crh  (      u     ^  ^  °^  P"' 

of  his  big   white  h.nH  '"f\^°^'head,  and  the  veins 

»  "IK,  wnite  hands  stood  out  a«  h»  ,i.,.  i.  j    l 
arms  of  his  chair     Th^  ^  clutched  the 

its  base.  ^''^  ""'""'nent  was  tottering  on 

Capt'ain'  Cy''"'^And"'  /'r'  "^"'^  °^  '^ '"  ""'--d 

rif.     B„,  yo^d  id„,  „      '!■        "/™  "■"*  '»"■ 

you  aidnt  come  nome  fo<-  somp  v^o-c 

you  r.ent  tradin'  down  along  the  FeeTeesTH    '       J 
that  wav     Thaf'.  f,        t  ^'eejees  and  around 

few  days'on  the  i"   iT"''  "  ^  '''"'^  '^^* 
honest  first  along.  ^'"  '""  ""''''  ^°'  ^''''' 

"  But  never  mind  whether  vou  wao  nr  n^f 
haven't  been  since.     You  never'p.irovera      'n/of 
^hat  poor  felW-s  money-honest  money,   that  b 
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longed  to  his  heirs,  and  belongs  to  'em  now.    You've 
hung  onto  ,t,  stole  it,  used  it  for  yours.    And  Emily 

Id  M  "'  rT""""  '°'  '  ''-■"'  -d  died  poor' 
And  Mary,  she  d.ed,  after  bein'  abused  and  deserted 
by  that  cussed  husband  of  hers.    And  you  tCht 

you.     By  the  b<g  dipper!  it's  enough  to  make  a 
feller  bel.eve  that  the  Almighty  does  take  Thand 

unl  'er't  •°"\"''  *'"«^'   ^'^^  -  "umans 
Dungie   em — it  is  so! 

"Course  I  ain't  sure,  Heman,  what  you  meant 
to  do  when  you  found  that  the  child  you'd  stolHha 
money  from  was  goin'  to  be  under  your  face  and    ye 
1. 1  you  or  she  died.     I  cal'late  you  was  afraid  I'd 
find  somethin'  out,   wan't   you?     I   presume  ilk  ly 
you  thought  that  I,  not  havin'  quite  the  reverenc    for 
you  that  the  rest  of  the  Bayporters  have,  might  be 
sharp  enough  or  lucky  em  ugh  to  smell  a  rat     Per! 
haps  you  suspicioned  that  I  knew  the  Eve^deans 
Anyhow   you  wanted  to  get  the  child  as  fur  out  of 
your  sight  and  out  of  my  hands  as  you  could-ain't 
that  so?    And  when  her  dad  turned'up,  you  lul 

Am  t  .t  part  of  your  bargain  with  Thomas  that  when 
he  gets  h-s  little  girl,  he  shall  take  her  and  clear  out" 
awa)_^off  somewheres,  for  good?    Ain't  it,  now- 

The  monument  was  swaying,  was  swinging  from 
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side  to  side,  but  it  did  not  auite  f,U 

Of  stealing"      bdie:e      n"'"^  "^  "^  ''°'"«''-g- 

is  dangerous  to-to  try  to  fri!;!  "'"'"  n"'  ^"^^  '^ 
required  in  law,  and-L"       ^  "'•     P*"""^^  "«= 

track  of  'em  ford  ,  ■  T  '  ''='^^^"^'1  °"  ^he 
What's  the  use  o?  '"'  """=■"'  ^  =""''  =>  ^oolf 
There's  the   Id   outT'/""''"'    '°    ''^    °-^ 

KrVh^j^H^^^ 

^     your     partners     widow       Ti,      >        ,. 
man    Everdean    alive    and    Z  '^ '     "''^ 

There's  John  Thayer's  will        7     "'    '°    '"''^y- 

p-^-'  Why,  ::M^ri',-ero"?^'^'"- 

^^"t,    I've    got    enough    to    s  nd  ^        '    '°'' 

prison  for  the  rest  of  your  iTfe     ^0^"    '° ,  ''''"'' 
'proofs'  to  me  asain !     H  T     ^°"  '^"^  '""V 

-e,  as  Bos'n'T  gua'rdt    ST"  ""'^T   ^"^  °- 
hundred  dollars    with     '/^"'^'"  '''°"^^"d  five 

yougoin'todo;b::fit'"f""^'"^'«^        ^Vh«' 

Here  was  one  ray,  a  feeble  ray,  of  light. 
359 


i    i 


CY   VVHITTAKER'S   PLACE 


"  You're  not  her  guardian,"  cried  Atkins.  "  The 
courts  have  thrown  you  out.  And  your  appeal  won't 
stand  either.  If  any  .oney  is  due,  i  'belongs  to 
faLr!!!l''-.     ""^    '"'    "'    ''«^'      ^-    -'her 

Captaincy's  patience  had  been  giving  way.  Now 
he  lost  ,t  a  together.  He  strode  across  fhe  roon,  and 
shook  h.s  forefinger  in  his  victim's  face 

So  I  "he  cried.  "  That's  your  tack,  is  it  ?  By  the 
b;g  d.pper  You  ,0  to  '..er  father-just  you  go  to 
h.m  and  tell  hml    Just  hint  to  him  that  you  ow^ 

what  he'll  r'':'u  *'°"""'^  '"''''''  -'^  - 
r'nu      ^°-    ^°°'^  ^'^^"''  ^bovel  he  was  ready 

bank  in  oT'  '"  Tf  '°'  ''''  '^°""^'  ^^^  of  sand' 
fer.H  ?  r-  ^''"°''  '■"'^y'  ^'  ^^''  ^i"  you  of- 
fered a  higher  pr.ce  to  him  to  fight.     Why    he'll 

have  your  hide  nailed  up  on  the'barn  door  I     I 
you  don  t  pay  him  every  red  copper,  down  on  the 

vou  fore  5  '°"  '^''-    ^"'^  *^="  '«='"  t'l-'^k'"'';! 

you  forever  and  ever,  amen!     Unless,  of  course,  / 

go  home  and  stop  the  blackmail  by  printing  my  story 

m  the  Breeze      I've  a  precious  good  mind  to  do  it 

that  h'  fr'^    ''.  ^  "'"  '^°  '''  ""'«''  y°"  ^°-<=  off 
tnat  high  horse  of  yours  and  talk  like  a  man  " 

And  then  the  monument  fell,  fell  prostrate,  with 

a    .ckly.  p,t,ful  crash.    If  we  of  Bayport  could  have 

seen  our  congressman  then!    The  great  man,  great 

a  b  r"'l^^  'r  ""P'^^^'^-     "^  "-d'iike 
a  baby.     It  was  all  true-all  true.     He  had  not 
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now  he  cou  d^'pav'  h"  /^S  ""'  "^"^^-  ^"d 
that  sum  in  Z  lorld  HeT?:  •  "^  ''^'^  '^^^'^'^ 
his  property  i„  the  L^h  .  f  "'  """"^^  '"  "^"^^s; 
would  be  xiCd  He  M  T'  '°  ^''^  ''^'^'  "^ 
He  was  geX  1  "  r"M  "^  '°  ^°  '°  P"-"' 
Alicia,  hfs  daugite  T^l^^"- /."'^  ''^^'•^  -' 
the  disgrace!    And 'n  ''"■'     "T*"'"'^  °f 

one  recurri  g  bui-^har"  '"u  "''''  "'^'^  ^'«= 
to  do?  what  was  he  going  Z  U  ''''''"'  ^°'"« 
ble.  dreadful  exhibition,  f„d  Captain  c"  '  T/'' 
no_  pride  in  his  triumph.  '^        ^^  '°"^'^  ^"' 

"There  I  there!  "he  said  at  last     "  S.      • 

in  bein'  willin'  to  l"^  R        ^      ""^  y"'"'  "leanness 
like  tellin'  you  to  set  nn  ,„^  <:  •  '  '''"°'* 

«ot^.besUd.%i:;rz;tir-- 

t.e'leo  in    AtW  stTr      h"."I'  '"'  '"  ^"^  ''=''^- 

backward  in^the"\  dtetds^Tl^T  "  "^^ 
tumbled  and  draggled  Can  r  ,  '  ^'"quence, 
him.  ^^  *-'Pt="n  Cy  loolced  down  at 

361 


^ff 


lii 


CY    WHITTAKER'S   PLACE 

3,"'  ''"'''■  *»•  "'«  what  baome.  of  her      If 
ZeZ'"  '"-*''■  "■"  ^'''  '"■■■'  >•"  -  ™ 
The  congressman  raised  his  head. 

T  .h   I  r  ''";!'  ^'  ^'^'""^'  "  ^  fhink  he  will.    Yes 
I  th,nk  I  codd  arrange  that.     But,  Cyrus-—"      ' 
[he  captain  held  up  his  hand. 
1  intend  to  look  out  for  Bos'n,"  he  said      "  Sh. 
cares  for  me  more'n  anyone  else  in  the  wor  d      She' 

iTef  tratTh^'-T  °^"  ''"'  -''  -"^^^       d 
i  !  »«  that  she  IS  happy  and  provided  for      1% 

religious  enough  to  believe  she  was  sent  to  me   and 

I  .nten    to  .,ck  to  my  trust.    As  for  the  mone^^' 

iM,  yes  I    The  money'" 

either^Ve-llTlk  that""  ''f  °"  ^°"   ''"^'  -^' 
c  II  talk  that  over  later  on      Mavh^  ,„» 

can  arrange  for  you  to  pay  it  a  little  at  a  t!:^^%:: 
can  sign  a  paper  showin'  that  you  owe  it,  and  we'll 
fix  the  paym'  to  suit  all  hands.  'Tain'  as  ifThl 
c     d  was  in  want.    I've  got  some  mon  y    f^Jl^f^ 

:wrmoryt:;"'-  '^-^'--nUu::; 

"  God  bless  you,  Cyrus!     I " 

in'''-il^^i'gtth;rp^"Mr^''''":^°-^^^'- 

great  help.     Now,  you  uo  your  part, 
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i-ow  why  it;irou?rr3„:,  rt-  "^  ? -'^ 

asked  so  many  questions  AnHu  ',  ""^ '^''^  ^ 
-  pry  into  w'ha't  donTcont'  ti.""  V'^  ''"' 
pretty  safe,  I  cal'late.  Now  Tf  S' A  "^  ^°"'' 
I  wish  you'd  run  along  ho^'    I'^ V  T^' 

sort  of."  ^  m— I'm  used  up, 

brot  ^tTZZtr'^  '^--     Even  then, 
when  he  entered  ^t'°°''\^  '^"  >'^='"  °''^^'-  than 

"  You  mean,"  he  faltered,  "  Cvrus   H„ 
that     tat  you're  not  going  ,o  r.^ZuL-.tj!^:::^^ 
what"lteL":"?or;;-f/"-^    Vup'!  that's 

t--.-a„di'nt;t-t:^:f-^^^ 

J>o,  they  needn't  know,  either     It'll  I,    .,  ^ 
you  and  me."  ^'  be  between 

;'God  bless  you!     J'Jl  never  forget " 

boss  of  the  political  fleet  in  r!  ''   ^^^  '" 

school  committee  now  Ph'ro  =  '"  ""^  ''^ 
popular  with  that  committfer  ^  fe  7at^'f  '°° 
popularized."  »  a  see  that  she  was 
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T.  17"'  ^''["^'  "'"'"  *"•  ^^'  «'"'»  "°'  be  disturbed 
Is  there  anything  else  I  can  do  ?  " 

Itv'Zf'''  ''"l-  rT  '^"'  '■"•    SP""""'  °f  popular- 
H^il^i;!::;    -^"Harhorapp4rLio„ 

A  ve^  faint  tinge  of  color  came  into  the  congress- 
man  s  chalky    ace.    He  hesitated  in  his  reply^ 

•'ThVT>i     1,'  ^T  '^°"*  *'"'^'  Cyrus,"  he  said. 

The  b,ll  W.11  probably  be  voted  on  in  a  few  days 
It  is  made  un  and "  ' 

"Then  I'd  strain  a  p'int  and  make  it  over      I'd 

rTvt  ;:  M-r  '■;;  ^'-^  -"^  ^-^-^  that  -Jar 
nver  but  I  cal'late  Bayport  '11  have  to  cor  ^  fim 
Yes,  It'll  have  to,  Heman;  it  sartin  will." 

straw    S"?,  'V^'  "  ""^^  ^'■^"  "  ^'^  *he  final 
straw.    Evidently  th.s  man  knew  everything. 

v«     r       '*l^ '"'''""•"  ^'^""'='1  Heman.    "Thank 

"Yes,  I  guess  I  have.  Why  do  I  do  it?"  He 
smiled  and  shook  his  head.  "  Well,  I  don't  know 
For  two  reasons,  maybe.  First,  I'd  hate  to  be  re- 
sponsible  for  tippin'  over  such  a  sky-towerin'  idol  as 

the    .        t1  Tu"'*''  '""^  ^"^  A"8'«  Phinney  and 

the  o,„er  blackbirds  to  peck  at  and  caw  over.  ^And 

econd-we  1,  ,t  does  sound  presumin',  don't  it,  but 

chuckle       thats  a  kind  of  distinction,   in  a  way 

am't  .t?    A  good  many  folks  have  hurrahed  over  yoj 
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and  worshipped  you-some  of  'em,  I  guess  likelv 
have  e      ed  you;  but  by  the  big  dip^erlf  ^ b  £ 

Jou     gIIV't;'':  '■°""'^  ""'■'^  ^''«  -er  „vL 

1;  nTJ^el    ^''^^'™'-'-'«ht  down  the  hall." 

It  required  some  resolution   for  the  Honorable 

r,r^^      .    1-  '*•  somehow.     A  guest 

"  Good  evening,  Mr.  Atkins,"  said  the  man     "  A 
miserable  night,  isn't  it?"  »"i  tne  man.       A 

"Miserable    indeed,"    replied    the   congressman 

Paosed    on.      Heman    descended    in    the    elevator 
walked  steadily  through  the  crowded  lobby      dou; 

1  cedToth"  "  "^  "'  "^^  ^^^'''"«-  The  drive 
noticed  nothing  strange  in  his  fare's  appearance 
He  noticed  nothing  strange  when  the  Atk  ns  "'i' 

eps  and  opened  the  door  with  his  latchkey.     Lut, 

hat  and""  f''^  '"""  ^°"^P^^  '"  ' ''^^^^ 

char  a„d  „„,  ^^^^  ^^^j^  ^^^  y 

morning  hours,  he  would  have  wondered  very  much 

bvlTa?'!'  ^.''ir  ^^'  ^°"^'""8  -d  shivering 
by  the  radiator,  had  been  summoned  from  that  warm 
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^^n  m'^m'''  '' '''''  '^°°'-  ^  ^'"  ^°y  «°«d  «t  the 
threshold,  ho  dmg  a  brown  envelope  in  hi,  hand. 

I  he  clerk  sent  this  up  to  you,   sir,"  he  said. 

It  came  a  week  ago.    When  you  went  away,  you 

d.dn  t  leave  any  address,  and  whatever  letters  came 

for  you  were  sent  back  to  Bayport,  Massachusetts. 

Ifce  clerk  says  you  registered  from  there,  sir.     But 

he  kept  this  telegram.     It  was  in  your  box,  and  the 

day  clerk  forgot  to  give  it  to  you  this  afternoon." 

ihe  captam  tore  open  the  envelope.     The  tele- 

gram  was  from  his  lawyer,  Mr.  Peabody.     It  was 

dated  a  week  before,  and  read  as  follows: 

"  Come  home  at  once.     Important." 


CHAPTER   XX 

DIVIDED   HONORS 

THE  hlizzard  began  that  night.    Bayport  has 
a  gvnerous  allowance  of  storms  and  gales 

there  is  InT'  '  ""T'  '''''°"«'''  ''  '  "-«'  ''mg, 

ither     But     "'"  "''"  '"°"  ^"'^  -""^^  --d  than 
either     But  we  can  count  with  certainty  on  at  least 

one  bhzzard   between   November  and   Ipr  1      nd 

ttdel      ;""r  "'^"  ^^P^^"'"  Cy-   feverish'  It 
he  delayed  telegram  in  his  pocket  and  a  great  fe 

rain^a^V  '  K°"'''  '""^  ^'"P^--  °^  '''^  E^ast-bond 

our  viigl"'""^""'  ""'^  "^^  "^^'""'"^  ^°  f«»  ■•" 

Next  morning,  when  Georgianna  came  downstairs 

as'edT"'t'  breakfast-the  housekeeper  hid 

wvl  7  .  ''^  °"''"^'=  ^^^  ^  '"'"bled,  driving 
wh,rl  of  white.  The  woodshed  and  ba;n  ^2 
seen  through  the  smother,  were  but  gray  shapes' 
-ergmg  now  and  then  only  to  be  wip'ed 'fr  mThe 
m  Z\'    I  %^r'  "^PP'"^  ^'°'b  wWded  by  the 

tfte  blasts,  th.  wmdowpanes  rattled  as  if  handfuls 
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of  small  shot  were  being  thrown  against  them,  and 
the  carpet  on  the  floor  of  the  dining  room  puffed 
up  m  mmiature  billows. 

School  was  out  of  the  question,  and  Bos'n,  her 
breakfast  eaten,  prepared  to  put  in  a  cozy  ,.ay  with 
her  dolls  and  Christmas  playthings. 

"When^o  you  s'pose  Uncle  Cyrus  will  get 
home?  she  asked  of  the  housekeeper.  She  had 
asked  the  same  thing  at  least  three  times  a  day  dur- 
mg  the  fortnight,  and  Georgianna's  answer  was  al- 
ways  just  as  unsatisfactory: 

"  I  don't  know,  dearie,  I'm  sure.  He'll  be  here 
pretty  soon,  though,  don't  you  fret." 

"  Oh,  I  ain't  going  to  fret.  I  know  he'll  come. 
He  said  he  would,  and  Uncle  Cy  always  do-,  -hat 
he  says  he  will." 

About  twelve  Asaph  made  his  appearance,  a  white 
statue. 

"  Godfrey  scissors!  "  he  panted,  shaking  his  snow- 
plastered  cap  over  the  coal  hod.  "  Say,  this  is  one 
of  em,  ain't  it?  Don't  know's  I  ./er  see  more  of  a 
one.  Drift  out  by  the  front  fence  pretty  nigh  up  to 
my  waist.  This  '11  be  a  nasty  night  along  the  Orham 
beach.  The  lifesavers'l!  have  their  hands  full. 
Whew!    I'm  about  tuckered  out." 

"Been  to  the  post  office?"  asked  Georgianna  in 
a   low  tone. 

"Yup.     I  been   there.      Mornin'  mail  just  this 
mmute  sorted.    Train's  two  hours  late. 
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more'n  likely  the  evenin'  train  won't  h,    u, 
through  at  all,  if  this  keeps  uT"  '°  «'' 

"Was  there  anything  from •• 

^Say,  Mr.  Tidd.'tt?" 
"  Yes,  what  is  it  ? 

responsible7o.irhr  ;;"'„"  '""  ^^'""-"  '^ 
You  know  what  he  to  d  me 'to  tTL^'  t  T' 
not  eomin'  here?  "  her— about  her 

Asaph  fidgeted  with  the  wet  cap. 

'•^.ltpeta.V;^rdid''''^'"r"^'^-     '"''- 
-but  pLbe    nderstan^    Vr""'  '"  '™  '''" 

"  You  havenV  TiT  u  ^  """"^  woman." 

tales  about  thlE:''"   '"'"'^■■"'  f---  tattle- 
matches  f"om  t^kS  '"  .'°  '"^''  ""^  ^  "^^^  °^ 

^oundoutaboft^tfi::rt^g-^^^''^''^^- 
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"  Course  I  ain't.  Didn't  Peabody  say  not  to  tell 
a  soul  till  we  was  sure?  S'pose  I'd  tell  Keturah  and 
Angie?  Might's  well  paint  it  on  ?.  sign  and  be  done 
with  it.  No,  no !  I've  kept  mum  and  you  do  the 
same.  Well,  I  must  be  goin'.  Hope  to  goodness 
we  hear  some  good  news  from  Whit  by  to-morrer." 
But  when  to-morrow  came  news  of  any  kind  was 
unobtainable.  No  trains  could  get  through,  and  the 
telephone  and  telegraph  wires  were  out  of  commis- 
sion, owing  to  the  great  storm.  Bayport  was  buried 
under  a  white  coverlet,  three  feet  thick  on  a  level, 
which  shone  in  the  winter  sun  as  if  powdered  with 
diamond  dust.  The  street-shoveling  brigade,  meaning 
most  of  the  active  male  citizens,  was  busy  with  plows 
and  shovels.  Simmons's  was  deserted  in  the  even- 
ings, for  most  of  the  regular  habitues  went  to  bed 
after  supper,  tired  out. 

Two  days  of  this.  Then  Gabe  Lumley  his  depot 
wagon  replaced  by  a  sleigh,  drove  the  pant.ng  Daniel 
into  the  yard  of  the  Cy  Whittaker  place.  Gabe  was 
much  excited.  He  had  news  of  importance  to  com- 
municate and  was  puffed  up  in  consequence. 

"The  wire's  all  right  again,  Georgianna,"  he 
said  to  the  housekeeper,  who  had  hurried  to  ;he  door 
to  meet  him.  "  Fust  message  just  come  through. 
Guess  who  it's  for?  " 

"  Stop  your  foolishness,  Gabe  Lumley !  "  ordered 
Miss  Taylor.     "  Hand  over  that  telegram  this  ir.in- 
ute.    Don'tyoustop  to  talk!    Hand  it  over!" 
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tcrked  "  thus  peremp- 


Gabe  didn't  intend  to  »-: 
torily. 

'  It's  pretty  importar.^  n.ivs   Gc   inann,  "  u    a 
"l<red      "  K-m^    cuj  '=>>  "-'e-    iganna,     he  de- 

i<.rea.       l^md  of  bad  nLiv-,  -         f  ti,-  i   t>  i 

She  snatched  the  telegran,  from  him  and  t^re'it 
open     It  was  not  as  bad  as  might  have  been   but 
was  bad  enough.    Lawyer  Peabody  wired  thJtCn 

Sk  -JZ  "^'I'T  ^'' " ''''  home!  oL'^b ; 

s'ck  m  bed,  and  threatened  with  pneumonia. 

Captain   Cy,   hurrying  homeward  in  response  tn 

the  cay  of  the  bl.zzard.     He  had  taken  the  train 
for  Bayport  that  afternoon.    The  train  had  rea  hed 

no  farther  The  captain,  burning  with  fever  and 
torn  by  ch.lls,  had  wallowed  through  the  dr  f  s  to  hU 
lawyer  s  home  and  collapsed  on  his  doorstep.  Now 
he  was  very  111  and,  at  times,  delirious. 

a tt  ck  of  pneumon,a.  But  he  won  the  fight,  and, 
at    ast,  word  came  to  the  anxious  ones  at  B  ypor 

place.    The  Board  of  Strategy  came  and  performed 
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an  impromptu  war  dance  around  the  dining-room 
table. 

"  Whe-e-e!  "  shouted  Bailey  Bangs,  tossing  Bos'n 
above  his  head.  "  Your  Uncle  Cy's  weathered  the 
Horn  and  is  bound  for  clear  water  now.  Three 
cheers  for  our  side!  Won't  we  give  him  a  recep- 
tion when  we  get  him  back  here !  " 

"Won't  we?"  ciowed  Asaph.  "Well,  I  just 
guess  we  willl  You  ought  to  hear  Angie  and  the 
rest  of  'em  chant  hymns  of  glory  about  him.  A 
body  d  thmk  they  always  knew  he  was  the  salt  of  the 
earth.  Maybe  I- don't  rub  it  in  a  little,  hey?  Oh 
no,  maybe  not!"  ' 

"  And  Heman !  "  chimed  in  Mr.  Bangs.  "  And 
Heman !  Would  you  ever  believe  he'd  change  so  all 
of  a  sudden?  Bully  old  Whit !  I  can  mention  his 
name  now  without  Ketury's  landin'  onto  me  like  a 
snowslide.    Whee !    I  say,  wh-e-e-e  I  " 

He  continued  to  say  it;  and  Georgianna  and 
Asaph  said  what  amounted  to  the  same  thing.  A 
change  had  come  over  our  Bayport  social  atmos- 
phere, a  marvelous  change.  And  at  Simmons's  and 
—more  wonderful  still— at  Tad  Simpson's  barber 
shop,  plans  were  being  made  and  perfected  for  pro- 
ceedings in  which  Cyrus  Whittaker  was  to  play  the 
most  prominent  part. 

Meanwhile  the  convalescence  went  on  at  a  rapid 
rute.    As  soon  as  he  was  permitted  to  talk,  Captain 
Cy  began  to  question  his  lawyer.     How  about  the 
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appeal?  Had  Atkins  done  anything  further?  The 
answers  were  satisfactory.  The  case  had  been 
dropped:  the  Honorable  Heman  had  announced  its 
wthdrawal  He  had  said  that  he  had  changed  his 
mind  and  should  not  continue  to  espouse  the  Thomas 
cause  In  fact,  he  seemed  to  have  whirled  com- 
pletely about  on  his  pedestal  and,  like  a  compass 
now  pomted  only  in  one  direction-toward  his  "boy' 
hood  fnend"  and  present  neighbor,   Cyn.s  Whit- 

"It's  perfectly  astounding,"  commented  Peabody. 
What  m  the  world,  captain,  did  you  do  to  him 
while  you  were  in  Washington?" 

"Oh!  nothin-  much,"  was  the  rather  disinterested 
answer  H.m  and  me  had  a  talk,  and  he  saw  the 
error  of  h.s  ways,  I  cal'late.  How's  Bos'n  to-day? 
Did  you  give  her  my  love  when  you  'phoned?" 

i>o  far  as  the  case  is  concerned,"  went  on  the 
lawyer,  I  thmK  we  should  have  won  that,  anyway 
It  s  a  curious  thing.  Thomas  has  disappeared.  How 
he  got  word,  or  who  he  got  it  from,  /  don't  know; 
but  he  must  have,  and  he's  gone  somewhere,  no  one 
knows  where.  And  yet  I'm  not  certain  that  we 
were  on  the  right  trail.     It  seemed  certain  a  week 

ago,  but  now " 

The  captain  had  not  been  listening.     He  was 
thinking.    Thomas  had  gone,  had  he!    Good!    He- 
man  was  living  up  to  his  promises.     And  Bos'n, 
Ood  bless  her,  was  free  from  that  danger. 
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"Have  you  heard  from  Emmie,  I  asked  you?" 
he  repeated. 

He  would  not  listen  to  anything  further  concern- 
ing Thomas,  either  then  or  later.  He  was  sick  of 
the  whole  busmess,  he  declared,  and  now  that  every- 
thing was  all  right,  didn't  wish  to  talk  about  it  again. 
He  asked  nothing  about  the  appropriation,  and  the 
lawyer,  acting  under  strict  orders,  did  not  mention  it. 

Only  once  did  Captain  Cy  inquire  concerning  a 
person  m  his  home  town  who  was  not  a  member 
of  his  household. 

"How  is— er— how's  the  teacher?"  he  inquired 
one  morning. 

"How's  who?" 

.    "Why— Phoebe  Dawes,  the  school-teacher.  Smart, 
IS  she  ?  "  ' 

"Yes,  indeed  I    Why,  she  has  been  the  most " 

The  doctor  came  in  just  then  and  the  interview 
terminated.  It  was  not  resumed,  because  that  after- 
noon Mr.  Peabody  started  for  Boston  on  a  business 
trip,  to  be  gone  some  time. 

And  at  last  came  the  great  day,  the  day  when 
Captain  Cy  was  to  be  taken  home.  He  was  up  and 
about,  had  been  out  for  several  short  walks,  and  was 
very  nearly  his  own  self  again.  He  was  in  good 
spirits  too,  at  times,  but  had  fits  of  seeming  depres- 
sion which,  under  the  circumstances,  were  unexplain- 
able.  The  doctor  thought  they  were  due  to  his 
recent  illness  and  forbade  questioning. 
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departure  was  such  Ji,  v  ,  '"°'"'"«  *"  '°'-  ^is 
body,  who  had  the  davber"'  °"^  ^''^^  ^^^  P"" 
suggested  driving  oveT  So^h:"""^'  '^'""  ^'"=  "'r' 
by  the  Peabody ''span  "l  u  °P^"  "--nage,  drawn 
front  steps  and  th.  '"°"«'''  «'-°""d  to  the 

"id,  he  St^t t  Xr.^"'^!?  "P  "-■'.  as  he 
emerged  from  th.\  .     '"'"^^  »  c°"on  bale, 

^oraLartrtL^d^Strb^^^^^^'- 
attorney  got  in  beside  him  ''''  ^'=''-  ^'^^ 

borses-'heads  e  dded'^'::s;atr"°'  "^  ''' 
"nder  way,  commodore  p,  hi  Vu  '''  '""'^ 
there's  a  little  messmate  nf  "■-   """^^"d  bound,  and 

already,  I  wouldn'    wtder     S^  7' -"'^  ''^  '"''' 

shief  •  ''-''^'y  -'■'^'^  and  laid^  hand  on  his 

"Just  a  minute,  captain,"  he  said      "\xr  - 
another  passenger.      She     ame   to    the   ^' T' 
evenmg,   but  Dr.   Cole  thought  this      .um'k       ' 
excitmg  day  for  vm,    ,„^  "''^   be   an 

ration  for  ft      So  we  I    .T  "1"''  ''"^  '"  P'-^Pa- 

It  was  something  o^Tuu    '"  '''  '"''^'•°""'^- 
she  is  I"  ^  °^  '  ^°''  ''"^-     Hurrah!  here 

"ugning.    1  he  next  moment  a  small 
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figure  shot  past  her,  down  the  steps,  and  into  the 
carriage  liice  a  red-hooded  bombshell. 

"  Uncle  Cyrus!  "  she  screamed  joyously.  "  Uncle 
Cyrus,  it's  me !     Here  I  am  !  " 

And  Captain  Cy,  springing  up  and  shedding  wraps 
and  robes,  received  the  bombshell  with  open  arms 
and  hugged  it  tight. 

"Bos'n!"  he  shouted.  "By  the  big  dipper! 
Bos'n!    Why,  you  little — you — you " 

That  was  a  wonderful  ride.  Emily  sat  in  the  cap- 
tain's lap — he  positively  refused  to  let  her  sit  beside 
him  on  the  seat,  although  Peabody  urged  it,  fearing 
the  child  might  tire  him — and  her  tongue  rattled 
like  a  sewing  machine.  She  had  a  thousand  things 
to  tell,  about  her  school,  about  Georgianna,  about 
her  dolls,  about  Lonesome,  the  cat,  and  how  many 
mice  he  had  caught,  about  the  big  snowstorm. 

"  Georgianna  .'anted  me  to  stay  at  home  and 
wait  for  you,  Uncle  Cy,"  sht  said,  "  but  I  teased  and 
teased  and  finally  they  said  I  could  come  over.  I 
came  yesterday  on  the  train.  Mr.  Tidditt  went  with 
me  to  the  depot.  Mrs.  Peabody  let  me  peek  into 
your  room  last  night  and  I  saw  you  eating  supper. 
You  didn't  know  I  was  there,  did  you  ?  " 

"  You  bet  I  didn't!  There'd  have  been  a  mutiny 
right  then  if  I'd  caught  sight  of  you.  You  little 
sculpin !  Playin'  it  on  your  Uncle  Cy,  was  you  ?  I 
didn't  know  you  could  keep  a  secret  so  well." 

"  Oh,  yes  I  can !  Why,  I  know  an  ever  so  much 
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;er  secret,  too.     It  is—   VVhy!    I 


You  just  wait."""     ""~    ""'"    ^  ''"°«  forgot. 
The  captain  laughingly  begged  her  to  divulge  th. 
b-g  secret,  but  she  shook  her  sn,all  head  and  ^efus  d 
The  horses  trotted  on  at  a  lively  Dace  .nA.h, 

Against  their  whiteness  the  nit  h  '.""''""'• 

-ocl  darkly  g.e„  a„7  tLt^StHXlk^td 
bushes   cast   delicate   blue-penciled   shadows      Thf 

SisLTd  °"^  ''''  '°'"''''  ^™-"  -'^  -eadowslnd 
distant  dunes,  was  m  its  winter  dress  of  the  deepest 

-b.    s-i^::-:7-;a„gi 

party  m  the  carnage  was  a  gay  one. 

Getting  tired   captain?"  asked  Peabody. 

oosn.     I  here  s  the  salt  works  ahead  there" 
They  passed  the  abandoned  salt  works,  the  crum 

^r^AE-rSft^-i-f 

gmning  of  Bayport  township.    Then  "om^h'  „ 

fnTold  V"^^^  '-')"  -  appe:;ert:otp;"d 
"Zf  r"'  P"'^"™-^  «  "a^y  fandango. 
Whos   them   two   lunatics,"   inquired   Capuin 
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Cy,  "  whoopin'  and  carryin'  on  in  the  middle  of  the 
road?  Has  anybody  up  this  way  had  a  jug  come  by 
express  or-  Hey!  JVhai?  Why,  you  old  idiots 
youl     Come  here  and  let  me  get  a  hold  of  youl" 

The  Board  of  Strategy  swooped  down  upon  the 
carnage  like  Trumet  mosquitoes  on  a  summer  board- 
er. They  swarmed  into  the  vehicle,  Bailey  on  the 
front  seat  and  Asaph  in  the  rear,  where,  somehow 
or  other,  they  made  room  for  him.  There  were 
handshakmgs  and  thumps  on  the  back. 

"What  you  doin'  'way  up  here  in  the  west  end 
of  nowhere?"  demanded  Captain  Cy.  "By  the 
big  dipper,  I'm  glad  to  see  you !  How'd  you  get 
here  ? "  j       f> 

"  Walked,"  cackled  Bailey.  "  Frogged  it  all  the 
way.  Soon's  Mrs.  Peabody  wired  you  was  goin' 
to  ride,  me  and  Ase  started  to  meet  you.  Wan't 
you  surprised  ?  " 

"  We  wanted  to  be  the  fust  to  say  howdy,  old 
man,  explained  Asaph.  "  Wanted  to  welcome  you 
back,  you  know." 

The  captain  was  immensely  pleased. 
"Well,  I'm  glad  I've  got  so  much  popularity 
anyhow,"  he  said.  "  Guess  'twill  be  different  when 
I  get  down  street,  hey?  Don't  cal'late  Tad  and 
Angle  '11  shed  the  joyous  tear  over  me.  Never  mind  • 
long's  my  friends  are  glad  I  don't  care  about  the 
rest." 

The  Board  looked  at  each  other. 
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What 


"  "^^^  ^  "  repeated  Bailey.     "  And  AnmV  ? 
you  talkin-  about?     Why/thcy-   UghT" 

ifte  last  exclamation  was  the  result  «f  ,  . 
dous  dig  in  the  ribs  fro,n  the  Tidd      fist     aTT 
who  had  leaned  forwa,  i  to  .dm.Wer  it  ^    "  ' 

■ng  and  shaking  his  head    M^BngV  'erased ^^^^^^ 
a  grinning  silence.  ^    relapsed  into 

West  Bayport  seemed  to  be  deserted      A^ 

"Aunt  ^'i^''1'  ^'^  "'■^'^=  "  Hurrah!  " 
the  citain^fL'  """   '°''''  ''^  -'^^^'ke."  laughed 

The  schoolhouse  flag  was  flapping  in  the  wind 

^■•«le  'aSs,    e™ti  r;  m^  7  '' 
SDelIprl"W»i  ""ring    a    letter — the    letters 

speiiea      Welcome  Home "     Tortv  k    l       i 
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"For  goodness'  sake!"  cried  the  bewildered 
captam  "  Whafs  all  this  mean?  And  where  is 
everybody.     Have  all  hands " 

He  stopped  in  the  middle  of  the  sentence.  They 
were  at  the  foot  of  Whittaker's  Hill.  Its  top  be- 
tween  the  Atkins's  gate  and  the  Whittaker  fence 
was  black  with  .>eople.  Children  pranced  about  the 
outskirts  of  the  crowd.  A  shout  came  down  the  wind. 
ihe  horses,  not  in  the  least  fatigued  by  their  lone 
canter,  trotted  up  the  slope.  The  shouting  grew 
louder.  A  wave  of  youngsters  .ume  racing  to  meet 
the  equipage. 

''What-whPt  in   time?"  gasped   Captain   Cy. 
What's  up?    I "  ' 

And  then  the  town  clerk  seized  him  by  the  arm. 
Peabody  shook  his  other  hand.  Bos'n  threw  her 
arms  about  his  neck.  Bailey  stood  up  and  waved 
his  hat. 

_    "  It's   you,    you   old   critter!"    whooped    Asaph. 

It  s  you,  d'you  understand  ?  " 

"  The  appropriation  has  gone  through,"  explained 
the  lawyer,  "and  this  is  the  celebration  in  con- 
sequence.  And  you  are  the  s;ar  attraction  be- 
cause,  you  see,  everyone  knows  you  are  responsible 

"  That's  what !  "  howled  the  excited  Bangs.  "  And 
we're  goin'  to  show  you  what  we  think  of  you  for 
dom  .t.  We've  been  plannin'  this  for  over  a  fort- 
m  t. 
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and  I  didn't  tell  a  word,  did  I  ?  " 

"Three  cheers  for  Captain  Whittaker!"  bel- 
lowed a  person  in  the  crowd.  This  person-wonder 
of  wonders!— was  Tad  Simpson. 

The  cheering  was,  considering  the  size  of  the 
crowd,  tremendous.  Bewildered  and  amazed,  Cap- 
am  Cy  was  assisted  from  the  carriage  and  escorted 
to  h,s  front  door.  Amidst  the  handkerchief-waving 
applaudmg  people  he  saw  Keturah  Bangs  and  ^1- 
Pheus  Smalley  and  Angeline  Phinney  and  Captain 
Salters-even  Alonzo  Snow,  his  recent  opponent  in 
town  meetmg.  Josiah  Dimick  was  there,  too,  ap- 
parently  having  a  fit.  '         '     H 

On  the  doorstep  stood  Georgianna  and-and— 
yes  It  was  true-beside  her,  grandly  extending  a 
welcoming  hand,  the  majestic  form  of  the  Honora- 
ble Heman  Atkins.  Some  one  else  was  there  also, 
some  one  who  hurriedly  slipped  back  into  the  crowd 
as  the  owner  of  the  Cy  Whittaker  place  came  up  the 
path  between  the  hedges. 

Mr.  Atkins  shook  the  captain's  hand  and  then, 
urning  toward  the  people,  held  up  his  own  for  si- 
lence. To  all  outward  appearance,  he  was  still  the 
great  Heman,  our  district  idol,  philanthropist,  and 
leader  His  silk  hat  glistened  as  of  old,  his  chest 
swelled  in  the  old  manner,  his  whiskers  were  just  as 
dignified  and  awe-inspiring.  For  an  instant,  as  he 
met  the  captain's  eye,  his  own  faltered  and  fell,  and 
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of  which  had  deepened  just  a  little.    But  only  for  an 
'nstant;  then  he  began  to  speak. 

"  ^y^s,"  he  said,  "  it  is  my  pleasant  duty,  on  be- 
half  o  your  neighbors  and  friends  here  assembled, 
to  welcome  you  to  your-er-ancestral  home  afte 
your  trying  Illness.  I  do  it  heartily,  sincerely,  glad  y 
And  It  IS  the  more  pleasing  to  me  to  perLm  this 
du  y,  because,  as  I  have  explained  publicly  to  my 
fellow-townspeople,  all  disagreement  between  us  I 
ended.     I  was  wrong-again  I  publicly  admit  it.     A 

heming  blackleg,  posing  in  the  guise  of  a  loving 
ather,  imposed  upon  me.     1  am  sorry  for  the  trouble 
I  have  caused  you.    Of  you  and  of  the  little  girl  with 
you  I  ask  pardon-I  entreat  forgiveness." 

He  paused.     Captain  Cy,  the  shadow  of  a  smile 
at  the  corner  of  his  mouth,  nodded,  and  said  briefly: 

him.  th  "^  ''  "■     '  ^"'■^'■^^  y°"-"    f"^^  heard 

him.  the  majority  were  applauding  the  congressman 
Sylvanus  Cahoon,  whispering  in  the  ear  oF  "  Uncle 
«edny,     expressed  as  his  opinion  that  "that  was 
about  as  magnaminious  a  thing  as  ever  I  heard  said 
les,  sir.  n,ag.na.„;n.;„y^_jjj^^,^  what  /  call  it  " 

all  thir:  '"""Tf  '^'  ^'■"'  ^'^'''''  "  I  have  said 
wL.  °/°"  '^°""'-  '^^'^^^  ^  ^^^^  'o  say  now- 
cn^l  I  7  '^""'''  '■"  Washington  expressly  to 

come  here  and  say-is  that  Bayport  thanks  you,  / 
thank  you,  for  your  tremendous  assistance  in  obtain- 
■ng  the  appropriation  which  is  to  make  our  harbor 
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a  busy  port  where  our  gallant  fishing  fleet  may  ride 
at  anchor  and  unload  its  catch,  instead  of  transfer- 
ring It  in  dories  as  heretofore.  Friends,  I  have  al- 
ready  told  you  how  this  man  "-laying  a  hand  on 
the  captain's  shoulder—"  came  to  the  Capital  and 
used  his  influence  among  his  acquaintances  in  high 
places,  with  the  result  that  the  thirty  thousand  dol- 
lars which  I  had  despaired  of  getting,  was  added 
to  the  bill.  I  had  the  pleasure  of  voting  for  that 
bill.    It  passed.    I  am  proud  of  that  vote." 

Tremendous  applause.  Then  some  one  cabled  for 
three  cheers  for  Mr.  Atkins.  They  were  given.  But 
the  recipient  merely  bowed. 

"  No,  no,"  he  said  deprecatingly.  "  No,  no!  not 
for  me,  my  friends,  much  as  I  appreciate  your  grati- 
tude. My  days  of  public  service  are  nearly  at  an 
end.  As  I  have  intimated  to  some  of  you  already, 
I  am  seriously  considering  retiring  from  political 
hfe  in  the  near  future.  But  that  is  irrelevant;  it  is 
not  material  at  present.  To-day  we  meet,  not  to 
say  farewell  to  the  setting,  but  to  greet  the  rising 
sun.  /  call  for  three  cheers  for  our  committee  of 
one — Captain  Cyrus  Whittaker." 

When  the  uproar  had  at  last  subsided,  there  were 
demands  for  a  speech  from  Captain  Cy.  But  the 
captain,  facing  them,  his  arms,  about  the  delighted 
Bos'n,  positively  declined  to  orate. 

"  I — I'm  ever  so  much  obliged  to  you.  folks,"  he 
stammered.     "  I  am  so.     But  you'll  have  to  excuse 
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all  agreed  to  that   but  th         ^        ^        occasion; 
divided  triumnh      -ru  '"^^°"'''  considered  it  a 

aivided  tnumph.     The  captain  had  done  a  lot  for 
the  tow,.,  of  course,  but  the  Honorable  Atkins  had 

welcome.     Most  people  thought  it  as  fin<.  ,o  u- 
memorable  effort  at  town  mfeting.      U„L  ,hat 
one,  however,  in  this  instance  it  is  safe  to  sav  that 
none,  not  even  the  adoring  and  praise-chanti^Mi 
Phinney,  derived  quite  the  enjoyment  from  the  con 

hTirifCoV'^'^-'^'"^^^'-^-  '^^^ 

Tiddt''"rt'  °!''^"''='^i"«='^va„tly  when  the  five- 
w  1  at  k,?r'""'    ^"^'    ^°^'"'    -'^   himself 

Dubli  7  '^  "  V  '"°"""''"''  '^°'=''  '^-""t  out  in 
public,  I  mean.  You  wouldn't  want  to  see  me  blow 
up  Bunker  Hill,  would  you  ?  " 

awir  ""  ^""''"  "'■"'"  -P"t«d  Asaph  in 
alarmed   amazement.     "  Godfrey   scissors  I      I    be- 

tor  you.    What  are  you  talkin'  about  ?  " 

Oh.  nothin'."  with  a  quiet  chucUe.     "I  was 
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thinkin'  out  loud,  that's  all      n:^ 

them  imitation  stone  ;i,  3  o^  J^"  T^"°*'« 
They're  h«li-,  •      j    ,  P"""   °"   Heman's   house? 

1  ney  re  holler  inside,  but  you'd  never  guess  it  AnV 
long  as  you  do  know  they're  hoZ  f     * 

a  watch  on  'em      aJTJ    <  \  '"'"  ""  ''"P 

addeH   "  .1?  ^''^'■^^  °"«  'hing  sure,"  he 

added,     they  ar^  ornamental." 


I 
I 


CHAPTER   XXI 

CAPTAIN  CY's   "picture" 

WONDER  where  Phoebe  went  to,"  re- 
marked Mr.  Tidditt,  a  little  later.  "  I 
thought  I  saw  her  with  Heman  and 
Oeorgianna  on  the  front  steps  when  we  drove  up  " 
^  "She  was  there,"  affirmed  the  housekeeper, 
bhed  been  helpin'  me  trim  up  the  rooms  here. 
What  do  you  think  of  'em,  Cap'n  Cyrus  ?  Ain't  thev 
pretty?"  ' 

The  sitting  room  and  dining  room  were  gay  with 
evergreens  and  old-fashioned  flowers.     Our  living 
room  wmdows  in  the  winter  time  are  usually  filled 
with  carefully  tended  potted  plants,  and  the  neigh- 
bors had  loaned  their  geraniums  and  fuchsias  and 
heliotrope  and  begonias  to  brighten  the  Whittaker 
house  for  its  owner's  return.     Captain  Cy,  who  was 
sutmg  m  the  rock.r,  with  Bos'n  on  his  knee,  looked 
about  him.     Now  that  the  first  burst  of  excitement 
was  over,  he  seemed  grave  and  preoccupied. 
_  ''They  look  mighty  pretty,  Georgianna,"  he  said. 
Fme  enough.     But  what  was  that  you  just  said? 
Uid " 
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res    twas  teacher  that  helped  fix  'em      iv„.  Ju  1 
I  wouldn't  have  got  along  without  heT"  bu^    ht 

SoXV^h''^"  '  ''■"'^-  ^'""'"'  and  Lu     in.  up 
i>o  Phoebe  she  come  in,  and-   Ohl  yes    as  T  Z" 
say.n',  she  was  out  front  with  me    but  ;h 
your  carriage  drove  up  with  that  Wdy  span!" 
thatafines,an!    I  cal'late  theyVe-l'^  "' 

"wlrshT'^V"'^''^'"-"^^"''^'"  Bailey. 

-eTunltTot"^  ifT  Tn't'^l  T  '""^"^   "^^ 
■■,1,       T  ^   "°" '  lord   It  over   her 

gt::/[:!Lr^''"^''-''^^^.^''e„irsm; 

yju       See  Here   Wgiannf  lid^u ';efc^' 
M.SS  Dawes  what  I  told  you  to  tell  her  whenT^ent 

but7don;r'sL'°'''";/'^^^'^^°''^-'^^"'' 

^esstr;Ld'Mrs;r$;r'^"^''^"'/ 

Mr.  Tidditt?"  ^"11'«-    Where  you  gom', 

^^  The^town  clerk,  his  face  red,  was  on  his  way  to 
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"Asked  Ase?"  repeated  the  captain.  " Ase, 
come  here  I  Did  you  tell  her  anything?  " 
Asaph  was  very  much  embarrassed. 
"Well,"  he  stammered,  "I  didn't  mem  to,  Cy, 
but  she  got  to  askin'  me  questions,  and  somehow  or 
'nother  I  did  tell  her  about  our  confab,  yours  and 
mine.  I  told  her  that  I  knew  folks  was  talkin',  and 
I  felt  'twas  my  duty  to  tell  you  so.  That's  why  I 
done  it,  and  I  told  her  you  said— well,  you  know 
what  you  said  yourself,  Cy." 

Captain  Cy  was  evidently  much  disturbed.     He 
put  Bos'n  down,  and  rose  to  his  feet. 

"  Well,"  he  asked  sharply,  "  what  did  she  say?  " 
"  Oh !  she  was  white  and  still  for  a  minute  or  two. 
Then  she  kind  of  stamped  her  foot  and  went  off 
and  left  me.  But  next  time  she  met  me  she  was 
nice  as  pie.  She's  been  pretty  frosty  to  Angie  and 
the  rest  of  'em,  but  she's  been  always  nice  to  Bailey 
and  me.  Why,  when  I  asked  her  pardon,  she  said 
not  at  all,  she  was  very  glad  to  know  the  truth;  it 
helped  her  to  understand  things.    And  you  could  see 

she  meant  it,  too.    She " 

"  So  she  has  been  comin'  here  ever  since.  And  the 
gossip  has  been  goin'  on,  I  s'pose.  Well,  by  the 
big  dipper,  it'll  stop  now!    I'll  see  to  that." 

The  Board  of  Strategy  and  the  housekeeper  were 
amazed. 

"  Gossip !  "  repeated  Bailey.  "  Well,  I  guess  there 
ain't  nothin'  said  against  her  now — not  in  this  town, 
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there  ain-tl    Why,  all  hands  can't  praise  her  enough 
tor    her    smartness     in    findin'    out    about    th,? 

Zjt?'     ''     '^°"'"°^'^-     What  are  you  talkin- 

Geor'^„i>r.it;K:7sr.^ 

din.rtoloo.outfor.i;.e:s;r4SoX-- 

to  the  housekeeper,  who  looked  anything  but  eager 

you  better  see  to  your  dinner  right  off,  L  tfke 

Emmie  with  you."  '  ""* 

oy  tne  hand     The  child  was  loath  to  leave  her  uncle 
but  he  told  her  he  wouldn't  give  a  cent  ITl  V 
dinner  at  home  if  she  didn'f  T.  '  ^"^ 

Soshe  went  o"t  happy!  '  '"  "'''"'"'  ''■ 

"  Now,   then,"  demanded  the  caotain    "  „  i.  .. 

th,sabou^Ph.he3ndThomaspr:::;\oi::! 

Stop|      Dont  ask  another  question      Answer  me 

told°o?;h!°H '•'^  °^  ^%'''^'  ^'  ""'"'  ^"d  '"  concert, 
told  of  the  drive  to  Trumet  and  the  call  on  Debb; 

Beasley.     Asaph  would  have  narrated  the  story  of 

the^upset  sulky,  but  Bailey  shut  him  up  in  short 

"Never    mind    that    foolishness,"    he    snapped 

vision"  "S  b''  ?^'''  '^'  ^"^'  ''^^"  -'  *°  A^^-a 
visitin   Ola  Beasley's  niece.     And  she'd  fell  i„  with 
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a  woman  out  there  whose  husband  had  run  off  and 
eft  her.     And  Debby,  she  read  the  advertisement 
about  h.mm  the  Arizona  paper,   and  it  said  he 
had  the  spr.ng  halt  in  his  off  hind  leg,  or  somethin' 
similar     Now,  Thomas,  he  had  that,  too,  and  there 
was  other  thmgs  that  reminded  Phccbe  of  hi,„.     So 
she  dont  say  not  in'  to  nobody,  but  she  writes  to 
th.s  woman  askm-  for  more  particulars  and  a  photo- 
graph of  the  missin-  one.     The  particulars  come, 
but  the  photograph  didn't;  the  wife  didn't  have 
none    I   b'lieve.     But  there  was  enough   to   send 
Phoebe  hotfoot  to  Mr.  Peabody.     And  Peabody  he 
writes  to  his  lawyer  ftiend  in  Butte,  Montana.    And 
the  Butte  man  he " 

T-'l^^^l:  ^^^  '°"^  '""^  ^^°'*^  °f  't  is,"  cut  in 
T.dd.tt,  that  it  looked  safe  and  sartin  that  Thomas 
W  marned  the  Arizona  woman  while  his  real  wife, 
Bos  n  s  ma,  was  livin',  and  had  run  off  and  left  her 
samejs  he  did  Mary.     And  the  funny  part  of  it 

"  The  funny  part  of  it  is,"  declared  Bangs,  drown- 

■ng  his   fnend's  voice  by  raising  his  own,   "that 

somebody  out  there,  some  scalawag  ftiend  of  this 

Ihomas,  must  have  got  wind  of  what  was  up,  and 

sent  word  to  him.     'Cause,  when  they  went  to  hunt 

for  h,m  .n  Boston,  he'd  gone,   skipped,  cut  stick. 

And  they  am  t  seen  him  since.     He  was  afraid  of 

bem    took  up   for  bigamist,  you  see— for  bein'  a 

bigamy,  I  mean.     Well,  you  know  what  I'm  tryin' 
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pUr_^"'"'°"'  '■'  '^  '^"^'^  "-  for  me  and 

a  2re  lo"  o  do'S  *;  rr  ^'^^''-     "  ^-  '>=«<1 

cruisin-  round  r.t-'  ^^"?"'-  ^  ""'^^"''•"d  "he's 
sponsible  "r  The  wh"!  r^'""^  *'"'''  ^*^  -=«^  - 
pUe  Dawes  that te      '^"'k  ,  ^°'    '''■^«'    '''« 

-nain-trXt-t'pt-fht'"'^''':' 

>--  al,  ts  aft    WS    "J^T";^-      «-    y- 
told  you  ••  •     ^"^""^y  ""«  have 

awaken.  ^" "  "=""•=•  *>«=  ««=nied  to 

'*Ho"ti°By'th'U"7"'':'l  "^^'"^  '''^  '>-''• 
«  Pp,1,«^    3     T  ^  '^'PP^'' '  fhlS  fs— is—    Where 

»Peabody?    I  want  to  see  him."  "'" 

been  o^to  2  brt'"  "''•''^  ^"°™^^-  "«  '^^'^ 
the  span,  buT  for  "he  o  rr'"'  *^  "^''""^  °^ 
standing,  unnot^^d  h„  h  scW  "'"T  Y  """ 
of  the  dining  room.  '  °"  '''^  ''"""''"'d 

"See  here,"  demanded  Captain  Cy,   "see  here 
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^'S°?pi!  ?'"  ^T  *™'^    ^'  '"'  "°^?  thi,  about 
—about  Phoebe  and  all  ?  " 

"Cmainly  it's  true.  I  supposed  you  knew  it. 
warsettred."""  '"'""'  "'''"  '  '"''^  '°''  '^'  "- 

"Surprised?  Why,  no  I  I  thought  Heman  had- 
Never   mmd    that.      Land   of  love!     She   did   it. 

"m  "'xtfi'''  »7"-  '^•'^  '^^y"  '°°''<='J  «"'"°"'- 
h  K^';  f'  ''"  ^hi'Pwed,  "  I  think  perhaps 
he  had  better  be  left  alone  for  the  present  He's 
just  up  from  a  sick  bed,  and  this  has  been  a  trying 
forenoon.  Come  in  again  this  afternoon.  I  shall 
try  to  persuade  him  to  take  a  nap." 

The  Board  of  Strategy,  its  curiosity  unsatisfied, 
departed  reluctantly.  When  Mr.  Peabody  returned 
to  the  sitfng  room  he  found  that  naps  were  far,  in- 
deed, from  the  captain's  thoughts.  The  latter  was 
pacmg  the  sitting-room  floor. 

"  Where  is  she  ?  "  he  demanded.  "  She  was  stand- 
in  on  the  steps  with  Heman.  Have  you  seen  her 
since  ?  " 

His  friend  was  troubled. 

"  Why,  yes,  I've  seen  her,"  he  said.  "  I  have 
been  talking  with  ^er.    She  has  gone  away." 

"Gone  away/  ,Vhere?  What  do  you  mean? 
She  am  t — ain't  left  Bayport?  " 

"  No,  no.  What  in  the  world  should  she  leave 
Bayport  for?  She  has  gone  to  her  boarding  house, 
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I  P^ess;  at  all  events,  she  was  headed  in  that  direc- 

"  Why  didn't  she  shake  hands  with  me?    What 
her  go  off  and  not  say  a  word?    Oh,  well    I 

^  You  did?    What  in  the  world '• 

on  her  account  they  was.    And  yet  she  did  come  b  ck 

thmg      However,   I  s'pose  that  was  just  to  heb 

Georg.a„„a.    Oh,  hum  1     I  ..  an  old  L ."  '^ 

Ihe  lawyer  inspected  him  seriously. 

Well    captain,"  he  said  slowly,   "  if  it  is  anv 

comfort  for  you  to  know  that  your'reason   s  't  t  I 

orrect  one  for  Miss  Dawes's  going  away,  I  can  Z 

ure  you  on  that  pomt.     I  think  she  went  because 

she  was  greatly  disappointed,  and  didn't  wish  to  see 

you  just  now." 

''Disappointed?  What  do  you  mean?" 
Humph!  I  didn't  mean  to  tell  you  yet,  but  I 
judge  that  I'd  better.  No  one  knows  it  here  but 
Mm  Dawes  and  I,  and  probably  no  one  but  us  three 
need  ever  know  it.  You  see,  the  fact  is  that  the 
Anzona  woman.  Desire  Higgins,  isn't  Mrs.  Thomas 
at  all.  He  isn  t  her  missing  husband  " 
"What?" 

"Yes,  it's  so.     Really,  it  was  too  much  of  a  co- 
incidence to  be  possible,  and  yet  it  certainly  did  seem 
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that  it  would  prove  true     Th;.  H;„ 

enough      HcnrvTho      '""^  """"fiance,   but  not 

■'But-buShly  ,T:vr'  "T  "^r  "'■««-■" 

"V..   I.    u    ^  ^  ^""'"^s  has  sk  pped  out  » 

b.;  *:  ™,tdM'"''sr''  "'•°" ".""  '»•"• 

""  '"PP""'""  ..  th.e  ,h.r.  „.l]v  ,„  . 
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ri  h  ^.^yP""",  knows.    Henry  Thoma,  ha,  never 
come  back  to  explain. 

it  o/ovelf  •-^'"  ^""'V^  '^'  photograph  and  what 
.proved,     went  on  Peabody.     "  She  was  dread- 

sh  Ie?t"r°'r'-  ?'  ""'"  ''"'^'^  'P"''  -hen 
W  h  ""'•  /."^«!,d  ""  to  come  in  and  see  you, 
but  she  wouldn't.  Evidently  she  had  set  her  hear^ 
on  hclpmg  you  and  the  child.  It  is  too  bad,  because 
pracfcally  speaking,  we  owe  everything  to  h 
There  .s  .tt  e  doubt  that  the  inquiry  set  on  foot  by 
he  scared  the  Thomas  fellow  into  flight.  And  shI 
has  worked  n«ght  and  day  to  aid  us.     She  is  a  very 

fl"JJT'  ?r '■"  '^'■'"'"'"'  '"''  ^  «°°d  one' 
about?"  '"""'''•     ""^'  "'•"  "«=  y°" 

Captain  Cy  strode  past  him  into  the  dining  room. 
The  hat  rack  hung  on  the  wall  by  the  side  door. 
He  snatched  h,s  cap  from  the  peg,  and  was  strug- 
glmg  into  his  overcoat. 

_    "Where  are  you  going?"  demanded  the  lawyer. 
You  mustnt  attempt  to  walk  now.    You  need  rest." 
Rest!     I  11  rest  by  and  by.     Just  now  I've  got 
busm«s^ttend  to.     Let  go  of  that  pea-jacket/' 

"  No  buts  about  it.     I'll  see  you  later.     So  long  " 

«   ^'  %7  ?"'"  '^'  ^""^  ""'^  ''""''=''  down  the 
walk.      The   lawyer  watched   him    in   amazement, 
men  a  slow  smile  overspread  his  face. 
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"Captain,"  he  called.      "Captain  Whittaker" 

Ifcre."  ""■'   ""■'"   >■»"•"    lind   h.r 

All  A,  „g„u„  „  ,1,^ 

-d  *.  M,!L  .dd,r.  °A*  h  •  B-,;'?rs' 

b=  hdd  up  .nd  LngiTw     H.       ,"°  ''•"?  '° 

should      Bi,f  fh.       V  '*"^  convalescent 

noujd      But  the  captain  at  that  moment  was  suf 

Idea     She  had  done  all  this  for  him-for  him      aIa 
h.s  last  message  to  her  had  been  I  insult   ""    ^"'' 

]an?  NT°f  ,?/:  ^^"«*  P^^P-^^  ^y  the  stable 
Jane.     No  one  locks  doors  .n  our  village,  and  those 
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of  the  perfect  boarding  house  were  unfastened.  He 
entered  by  way  of  the  side  porch,  just  as  he  had 
done  when  Gabe  Lumley's  depot  wagon  first  de- 
posued  h.m  m  that  yard.  But  now  he  entered  on 
tiptoe      1  he  dming  room  was  empty.     He  peeped 

«%t\""n^  ™°'"-  '^''"^'  •'y  *^  center  table, 
sat  Phoebe  Dawes,  her  elbow  on  the  arm  of  he^ 
chair,  and  her  head  resting  on  her  hand 

"Ahem I  Phffibel"  said  Captain  Cy. 

She  started,  turned,  and  saw  him. standing  there. 
Her  eyes  were  wet,  and  there  was  a  handkerchief 
m  her  lap. 

"Phrebe,"  said  the  captain  anxiously,  "have  you 
been  crym  ? "  '  /  " 

She  rose  on  the  in  tant.  A  great  wave  of  red 
swept  over  her  face.  The  handkerchief  fell  to  the 
noor,  and  she  stooped  and  picked  it  up. 

"Crying?"  she  repeated  confusedly.  "Why 
no,  of  course-of  course  not!  I_How  do  you  do,' 
Captam  Whittaker?  I'm-we're  all  very  glad  to 
see  you  home  again — ^and  well." 

She  extended  her  hand.  Captain  Cy  reached  for- 
ward  to  take  it;  then  he  hesitated. 

"I  don't  think  I'd  ought  to  let  you  shake  hands 
with  me,  Pheebe,"  he  said.  "  Not  until  I  beg  your 
pardon."  b  /  "» 

"  Beg  my  pardon?     Why?  " 
He  absently  took  the  hand  and  held  it. 
"  For  the  word  I  sent  to  you  when  I  went  away. 
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'Twas  an  awful  thing  to  say,  but  I  meant  it  for  your 
sake,  you  know.    Honest,  I  did." 

She  laughed  nervously. 

"Oh'  that,"  she  said.     "Well    I  diH  tu:  i. 
were  .ther  particular  as  to  yourlisLt'  tt  ff 

pardon  T^^'"^'^'.''"'^  *''—  You  needn't  begty 
pardon.  I  appreciate  your  thoughtfulness  I  knew 
you  meant  to  be  kind  to  me  " 

"  That's  what  I  did.    But  you  didn't  obey  orders 
You  kept  comin'.    Now,  why "  ^ 

"Why?     Did  you  suppose  that  /  cared  for  the 
mahoous  goss.p  of-such  people?     I  came  ZJ 
you  were  in  trouble,  and  I  Eop^d  \o  he Ip  "  „    Tnd 
-and  I  thought  I  had  helped,  until  a  Vw  minutes 

tain"";^"'^^^^'^-    ^''^  •'-"  --  to  the  cap- 
"  Helped?"    he    faltered.      "Helped?      Why 
you  ve  done  so  much  that  I  can't  ever  thank  you' 
You  ve  been  the  only  real  helper  I've  had  in^lT' 
™se.ble  business     You've  sto'od  by^L  ifl  Sr    gj.'-^ 

n-^  .    A^  "'^^  '"  ^™"K-    ««=  ■■'"'*  the  man  at  a  I 
Didn't  Mr.  Peabody  tell  you  ?  " 

-aleVVe'abo'j  Tr    .^T'^*  '^"^^'•^""  J°"  ^^at 
TuL  .^''""«''^'    He  ain't  in  this.    It's 

t.;:L"r'm"';^'°"'^°"^^^^^'^--<^«voudo':u 

ansteS"'^'  "  ^'^  "°°^  ^"'^  ^  ^  ''-  -  she 
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"  I'v!?^'  ''^"""  ^  '^'"**''*  *°  ''«='?  y°"."  she  said 

shTohT    ^^'='""1^«='^  real  friends.    Your  friend 
sp  endYd  fi  kT  '"  """"  =•  «^"*  '^"l  '°  -<=■     The 

;rdtjf,ran7;:-^,^;-tii.  H 

brave,,     hen  al.os/ everyone  waf  aSnst^t'? 

It    ain't,    neither.      It's    cnm^    f„  ■.• 

Phcebe    I  HJrInV  '°    everything. 

«osn.      I   ,,„,  k^^p   ^^^^.^,   ^^^    ^^^^^   ^^^      ^ 

sibfv 'the"'''*^  "'':  ''  -'^  '°  'P'''^'  ^-'  ''"'""hing,  pos. 
siWy  the  expression  in  his  face    cau«,.H  K-,  *     i    i 

quicldy  down  again.    She  did"'ot  rwen"  "  '°°' 

or  I II  have  lo  go  nm^l^ra  rfs«.    I  „.,i,.  j  ,,,„ 
399 


CY    WHITTAKER'S   PLACE 

She  would  not  help  him.  She  would  not  speak. 
You  see?"  he  groaned.  "You  see,  Phoebe, 
what  an  old  fool  I  am.  I  can't  ask  you  to  marry 
me,  me  fifty-five,  and  rough  from  knockin'  round 
the  world,  and  you,  young  and  educated,  and  a  lady. 
1  am  t  fool  enough  to  ask  such  a  thing  as  that.  And 
yet  I  couldn't  stay  here  and  meet  you  every  day, 
and  by  and  by  see  you  marry  somebody  else.  By  the 
b.g  dipper,  I  couldn't  do  itl  So  that's  why  I  can't 
shake  hands  with  you  to-day— nor  any  more,  ex- 
cept when  I  say  good-by  for  keeps." 

Then  she  looked  up.  The  color  was  still  bright 
m  her  face,  and  her  eyes  were  moist,  but  she  was 
smilmg. 

"  Can't  shake  hands  with  me  ?  "  she  said.  "  Please, 
what  have  you  been  doing  for  the  last  five  minutes?  " 

Captam  Cy  dropped  her  hand  as  if  his  own  had 
been  struck  with  paralysis. 

"Good  land  I  "  he  stammered.  "  I  didn't  know 
1  did  It;  honest  truth,  I  didn't." 

Phoebe's  smile  was  still  there,  faint,  but  very 
sweet.  •' 

"Why  did  you  stop?"  she  queried.  "I  didn't 
ask  you  to." 

"Why  did  I  stop?  Why,  because  I— I— I  de- 
dare  I'm  ashamed " 

She  took  his  hand  and  clasped  it  with  both  her 
own. 

"  I'm  not,"  she  said  bravely,  her  eyes  brightening 
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vc^'r^r^A^rt '""'''"'°'"  J°y  «"^  i"  his.  "  Pm 
very  proud.    And  very,  very  happy." 

There  was  to  be  a  big  supper  at  the  Cy  Whit- 

arranged  on  the  spur  of  the  moment  by  Captain  Cy 
who,  m  spjte  of  the  lawyer's  protests  and  anxiety 

mTnToTI   '"''• "'"'  '"'"''y  "p  -^  'J-"" 

™  TrlrV"f  ^^^'■y''°'^y  he  met  or  could  think 
of  The  captajn  s  face  was  as  radiant  as  a  spring  sun- 
r.se.  H.S  smile,  as  Asaph  said,  "  pretty  nigh  cut  the 
upper  half  of  his  head  off."  People  who  had  "the 
engagements,  and  would,  under  ordinary  circum 
tances  have  refused  the  invitation,  couldn't  say  no 
to  h.s  hearty.  "  Can't  come?  Course  you'll  cornel 
Man  alive  I    I  «,<,„/ you."  ^ 

"•^"^''"'^'/  ^'■"  °''"=^^^d  Jo^iah  Dimick,  after 
receiving  and  accepting  his  own  invitation.     "  Well 

same  kind  of  disease.  I'd  be  willin'  to  linger  along 
^th  .t  quite  a  spell  if  it  pumped  me  as  full  of  joy  as 
Whit  seems  to  be.  Don't  give  laughin'  gas  to  keep 
off  pneumonia,  do  they?  No?  Well,  Pd  like  o 
know  the  name  of  his  medicine,  that's  all  " 

sisttdT  71  W'^'^y  ''  -■  Georgianna,  as- 
Ind  otter      T"'  ^'"^''   ^"-  Sy'-''""'  Cahoon, 

one  end  of  the  b.g  apartment  to  the  other.    Guests 
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would  begin  to  arrive  shortly.  Wily  Mr.  Peabody 
guessmg  that  Captain  Cy  might  prefer  to  be  alone 
had  taken  the  Board  of  Strategy  out  riding  behind 
the  span. 

In  die  sitting  room,  around  the  basebumer  stove 
were  three  pemns-Captain  Cy,  Bos'n.  and  Phcebe. 
M.SS  Dawes  had  "come  early,"  at  the  captain's 
urgent  appeal.     Now  she  was  sitting  in  the  rocker, 

1  ITuu'^  l^''  ''°'"'  8'"'"8  '^'•""'ily  at  the  ruddy 
light  behmd  the  isinglass  panes.  She  looked  quietly, 
bhssfuny  contented  and  happy.  At  her  feet,  on  the 
braided  mat,  sat  Bos'n.  playing  with  Lonesome,  who 
purred  lazily  The  little  girl  was  happy,  too,  for 
was  no  her  beloved  Uncle  Cyrus  at  home  again, 
with  all  danger  of  their  separation  ended  forever! 
morer 

■    As  for  Captain  Cy  himself,  the  radiant  expression 
was  still  on  his  face,  brighter  than  ever.    He  looked 
across  at  Ph«be,  who  smiled  back  at  him.     Then 
he  glanced  down  at  Bos'n.    And  all  at  once  he  real- 
■zed  that  this  was  the  fulfillment  of  hi^  dream.  Here 
was  his     picture  ";  the  sitting  room  was  now  as  he 
had  always  loved  to  think  of  it-as  it  used  to  be.  He 
was  in  his  father's  chair,  Phoebe  in  the  one  his  mother 
used  to  occupy,  and  between  them— just  where  he 
had  sat  so  often  when  a  boy— the  child.     The  Cy 
Whittaker  place  had  again,  and  at  last,  come  into 
Its  own. 

He  drew  a  long  breath,  and  looked  about  the 
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room;  at  the  stove,  the  lamp,  the  old,  familiar  fumi- 
ture    at  h.,  grandfather's  portrait  over  the  mantel. 
Ihen,  ma  flash  of  memory,  his  father's  words  came 

C^Sc^T' '"' ''  '-''•  '^"^'''"^  ''-'^  ^-^  p- 

"Bos'n,  run  down  cellar  and  get  me  a  pitcher 
of  cder,  won't  you?_there's  a  good  feller." 


THE   END 


